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HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke. 


eA tlus Primus. Scena Prima. 





Enter Barnardo and Francifco two Centinels. 


Barnardos 
Ho’sthere ? 
R Fran. Nay an{wer inc: Stand & vnfold 
your felfe. 
Bar, Long live che King. 
Fran, Barnardo? 





Bar. 
Fran, You come moft carefully vpon your hours. 
Bar. Tis now (trook ewelue, get thee co bed Francifco. 
Fran, For this releefe much chankes:’Tis bitter cold, 

And I amficke at heart. 

Barn, Hane you had quiet Guard ? 
Fran.» Nota Moofe ftirring. 

Barn, Weil, goodnight. Ifyou do meet [Horatio and 
Atarcellus, the Ruuals of my Watch,bid them make haft. 
Enter Horatio and Afarcellus. 

Fran. Uchinke[ hearethem, Stand: who’'sthere? 
Hor, Friends to this ground. 
Mar. And Leige-mento the Dane. 
Fras, Giue you good night. 
ar. O farwel honeft Soldier,who hath relieu'd you? 
Fra. Barnardo va’s my place: give you goodnight. 
Exit Fran. 
Afar, Holla Barzardo. 
Bar. Say,whatis Horatiotnere? 
Hor, A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Loratio, welcome good Afarcellis. 
Mar. What,ha’s this thing appear'd againe to night. 
Bar. Vhaue fecne nothing. 
_ Mar. Horatiofaies, tis but our Fantafie, 
And will notlet beleefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice fecneof vs, 
Therefore I have intreated hin along 
With vs, to watch the mitutes of this Night, 
Thacifagainethis Apparitioncome, 
He may approue our eyes, and fpeake to it. 
Hor, Tuth,eohh, will not appeare. 
Bar, Sit downe a-while, 
And let vs onceagaine affaile yout cares, 
That are fo fortified sgainft our Story, 
What we two Nights hauc feene. 
Hor. Vell, (it we downe, 
And lect ys heare Barnardo {pcake of this. 
Larn. Laftnight of ali, 
When yond fame Starre that's Weftward from the Pole 
Had made his conrfe Cillume that part of Heauen 
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Wherc now it burnes, «4arcellus and my {elfe, 
The Bell then beating one. 
(Mar. Peace,breake thee of : 
Looke where it comes againc. 
Bara, Inthe fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 
far. Thou arta Scholler; fpeake to it Horatio. 
Barn, Lookes it not like che King? Marke it Horatio, 
Hora. Moft like: It harrowesime with fear & wonder 
Bara. it vrould be {poke too. 
Afar, Queflion it Horatio, 
Hor, What art thou that vfurp’ft this time of nigh;, 
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme 
In which the Maielty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometiines march: By Heaven] charge thee fpeake. 
Alar, \tis ofiended. 
Barn, Sec,it ttalkes away. 
Hor, Sray:ipcake; fpeake: I Charge thee, fpeake, 
Exit the Ghoft. 
Afar, Tis gone,oad will not anfwer. 
Lara. How now Horatio? Youtremble & look pale : 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ? 
What cthinke you on’? 
Ir. Before my God, I might nor this beleeus 
Without the fenfible and cruz auouch 
Of inine ownce eyes. 
Afar. Isituor like the King 2 
Hor. Asthou artro thy felfe, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
Whea th’Ambitious Norwey cornbarted : 
So frown'd he once, whee in an angry parte 
He {mot the fledded Poliex onthe Ice. 
‘Tis (range, 
Dlar. ‘Yhus twice before,and inft acthis dead houre, 
With Marciall flalke, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Horn what particular thought co work,I know not: 
But in the groffe and {cope of my Opinion, ) 
This boaies fome Mrange erruption to our State. 
Mar, Good now fit downe,& cell me hechat knowes | 
Why this fame ftriétand moft obferuant Watch, 
Sonightly coyles che fubiect of the Land, 
And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre: 
Why fach impreffe of Ship-wrights, whole fore Taske 
Do's not diuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty haft | 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with theday: | 
Whois’t that can informe me? " 
Hor, Thatcant, 


Enter the Ghoft. 
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Enter Barnardo, and Francifco, to Centinels, 


Ba. Hofe there? 
Fran. Nayanfwere me. Stand and vnfoldeyour felfe. 
Be. Long line the King, 


Fran. Baynardo, 
Bar, Hee, 
Fran. Youcome moft carefully vpon your houre, 
Bar. Tis now ftrooke twelfe, gertheeto bed Francifeos 
Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, tis bitter cold, 
And Lam fick at hart, 
Bar. Haue you had quiet guard ¢ 
Fran, Not aniouleftirring, 
Bar, Well, zood night : 
Ifyou doe meete Horatio and Marcellus, 
The riualls of my watch, bid them make haft. 
Enter Horatio, and Marcellus, 
Fran. Uthinke I heare them, ftand ho, whois there? 
Hora, Friends to this ground, 
May, And Leedgemen tothe Dane, 
Fran, Giueyou good night, 
Mar, O, farwell honeft fouldiers, who hath relieu’d you? 
Fran, Barnardo hath my places gine you goodnight. Exit Frat. 
ale 
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Enter Barnardo and Francifce two Centinels, 


Barnardo. 
Ho’s there ? 
‘Fran. Nay an{wer inc: Stand & ynfold 
your felfe, 
Lar, Long liuc the King, 
Fran. Barnnrdo? 





Bar, te. 
Frau, You come molt carefully vpon vour houre. 
Bar,'Tis now ftrook twelue,get thee co bed Franei/co. 
Fran, For this releefe much thankes: ‘Tis bitter cold, 

And fam ficke at heart. 

Barn, Haue you had quict Guard ? 
Fran. Nova Moule ftirzing. 

Lara, Well, goodnight. you do meet oratio and 
Afarcellus, the Rivals of my Watch,bid them make hall, 
Enter Horatio and Atarcellus. 

Fran. Uthinke Lheare them, Stand: who's there ? 

Hor, Friends to this ground. 

Mar, And Leige-mento the Dane. 

Fran, Giut you good night. 

nar. O farwel honeft Soldier,who hath relieu'd you? 
Fra. Barnardo ‘ya's my place: giue you goodnight, 


Exit Fran, | 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
May. Holla, Barnarda, 
Bar. Say, whatis Horatio there ? 
Hora, A peece of him. 
Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus, 
Hora, What, ha’s this thing appeard againeto night? 
Bar. [haue feene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio faies tis but our fantafie, 
And will not let beliefe rake holde ofhim, 
Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along, 
With vsto watch the minuts of this night, 
That ifagaine this apparifion come, 
He may approoue our eyes and {peake to it. 
Fora, Tuth, tufh, twill notappeare. 
Bar. Sit downea while, 
Andlet vs once againe aflaile your eares, 
That are (0 fortified againft our ftory, 
What we hane two nights feene. 
Hora. Well, fit we downe, 
And let vs heare Barnardo{peake of this, 
Bar. Laftnight ofall, 
When yond fame ftarre thats weaftward from the pole, 
Had made his courfe rillume thar part of heauen 
Where now it burnes, Marcellus and my felfe 
The bell then beating one. 
Enter Ghoft. 
May. Peace, breake thee of, lookewhere it comes againe. 
Bar. Inthe fame figure like the King thats dead. 
Mar. Thou arr a {choller, fpeake to it Horatio. 
Bay, Lookesa notlike the King ¢ marke it Horatio. 
Hora. Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 
Bar. Itwould befpoke to. 
May, Speake to it Horatio, 
Hora, What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 
Inwhich the Maieftie of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march, by heauen] charge thee {peake, 
Mar, Ivis offended. 
Bar. Seeit {taukes away. 
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‘ Exit Fran. 
Mar. Holla Baruardo. 
Bar. Say, whatis Horatio tere? 
| Hor. Apecce of him. 
| Bar. Welcome LJorutis, welcome good Afarcellia. 
Mar. Wohat,ha’s this thing appear’ againe to night. 
Bar. Uhauc feene nothing. 
Mar. Horatio faies, tis but our Fant afic, 
And will notlet belcefe rake hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, ewice fecne of vs, 
| Therefore I haue intreated hin along 
With vs, to watcla the minutes of this Night, 
Thacifagaine this App arition come, 
| He may approue ourcyes, and {peake toi. 
Hor, Tuth,coth, will not appeare, 
Bar. Sit downe a-while, 
Andlecvs onceagaine affaile your cares, 
That are fo fortified szaink our Story, 
What we tvvo Nights haue feene. 
Hor. Well, fic we downe, 
Andlct ys heare Barnardo fp cake of this. 
Larn. Laftnight of ali, 
When yond fame Starre that’s Weftward from the Pole 





Where now it burnes, darcel/es and my felfe, 

The Bell chen beating one. 
(Mar. Peace,breake thee of : Enter the Ghoft. 

Looke where it comesagaine. a" 
Barn, Inthe fame figure, like the King that’s dead, 
far. Thou arta Scholler; fpeake to it Horstio. 
Baru, Lookes itnotlikethe King? Marke it Horasio. 
Flora. oR like: It hatrowesme with fear & wonder 
Learn. |i vould be (poke too. 
Afar, Quefiion it Horatio, 

_ Hor, Woatart thou that vfurp’ft thistime of nighs, 

Pogether with that Faire and Warlike forme 

In whicli the Maielty of buried Denmarke 

Did fometiines march: by Heawen 1 charge thee fpeake, 
Alar, itis ofiended. 
Baru, Sec, it talkes away. 











Prince of Denmarke. 


Hora, Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I chargethee{peake, Exit Ghoff. 


Mar. Tis gone and will noc anfwere. 
Bar. How now Horatio, youtremble and looke pale, 
Is not this fomthing more then phantafie ? 
What thinke you-ont? 
Hora. Before my God I might not this belieue, 
Without the fencible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eles. 
May. Isitnot like the King? 
Hora. As thou art to thy felfe. 
Such was the very Armor he had on, 
When he the ambitious Norway combated, 
So frownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He {moc the fleaded pollax on theice. 
Tis ftrange. 
Mar. Thustwice before, andiump at this dead houre, 
With martiall {tauke hath he gone by our watch. 
Hors, Inwhat perticular thought, to worke J know not, 
Butin the grofle and {cope of mine opinion, 
This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 
Mar. Good now fit Sea: and tell me he tharknowes, 
Why this fame ftrikt and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubic& of the land, 
And with fuch dayly coft of brazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre, 
Why fuchimpreffe of fhip-writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the nightioynt labourer with the day, 
Who ift rhat can informe mee? 
Hora. ThatcanI. 
Ac leaft che whifper goes fo ; our laftKing, 
Whofe image euen but now appear’d tovs, 
Was as you knowe by Fortinbraffe of Norway, 
Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride 
Dar’d to the combat 5 in which our valiant Hanlet, 
(For fo this fide of oucknowne world efteemd him) 
Did flay this Fortibraffe, who by a feald compact 
Well ratified by laweand ow. 
2 
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Hor, Stayz ipeake; f peake 1 Chargechee,(peake. 
Exit the Ghoft. 
Adar. *Tis gone,ead will not antwer. 
Lara. How now Horatio? Youtremble & look pale : 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ? | 
What chinke you on't 2 | 
Ivor. Before my God, I might northis beleeus 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne ey ese 
Afar. Isituoz like the King ? 
Hor, As thou arreo thy felfe, 
Such wasthe very Armour he had on, 
Whea th’Ambitious Norsvey cornbarred : 
So frown'd he once, whes in an angry parte 
He {mot the fledded Polisx onthe Jee. 
‘Tis (trangve, 
iar. ‘Pius twice before,and inft at this dead houre, 
With Marciall flalks, hath he gone by our Watch. 
Hero what particular thought towork,I know not: 
Bur inthe groffe and {cope of my Opinion, 
This boa:tcs fome range erruption co our State. | 
Mar, Goodnow fic downe,& tell me be that knowes 
Why this fare {triét and moft obfervant Watch, 
Sonightly toylesthe fubiect of the Land, 7 
And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mare for Implements of warre: 
Why fach impreffe of Ship-wrights, whole fore Taske 
Do’s not diuicle the Sunday from the weeke, 
What might be toward, that this fweaty hatt 
Doth make the Night ioynt- Labourer with the day : 
Whois’t that can informe me? 
Hor, Thatcanl, 
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| Atleattthe whifper goes fo : Our lait King, 

Whofe Imageeuen but now appear’dtovs, 

Was(as you know) by Fortmbr as of Norway, 
(Thereto prick’d on by amoft emulate Pride) 
Dar'dtothe Combate. Inwhich, our Valiant Hamlet, 
(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteem’d him) 
Did {ay this Fertinbras : who by a Seal'd Compa, 

| Well rarified by Law, and Heralcric, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Did forfair ( with his life) all chefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour, 
Againft the which a moitiecompetent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortinbraffe, 
Had he bin vanqnifher ; as by the fame comart, 
And carriage of the article defleigne, 
His fell ro Hamlets now Sir, young Fortinbyaffe 
Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway heere and there 
Sharkt vp a lift of lawelefle refolutes _ 
For foode and diet to fome enterprife 
That hatha ftomacke in’t, which is no other 
Asit doth well appeare vito our {tate 
But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid Jands 
So by his father lofts and this I take it, 
Is the maine motive of onr preparations 
The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this poft haftand Romadge in the land. 

Bary, {chinkeit benoother, bur enfo ; 
Well may itfort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Hora, A moth itis to trouble the mindes eye 
Inthe moft high and palmy ftare of Rome, 
A little ere the mightieft Juixs fell 
The graues ftood rennatleffe, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibberin the Roman ftreets 
As ftarres with traines of fier, and dewes of blood 
Dilafters in the funne3 and the moift ftarre, 
Vponwhofe influence Neptunes Empier ftands, 
Was ficke almoft to doomefday with eclipfe. 
And euen the like precurfe of feare euents 
As harbindgers preceading ftill the fates 
And prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue heauen and earth together demonftrated 
Vato our Climatures and countrymen. 

Enter Ghoff. 








Did forfeite (with his life) all shofehis Lands 

Which he flood feiz d on, to the Conqueror : 

Againft the which, a Moity competent 

Was gaged by our King : which hag recurn’d 

Tothe Inheritance of Fortizbras, 

Had he bin Vanquither, as by the fame Cov’nant 

And carriape of the Article deligne, 

His fll to Hamier, Now fit, youns Fortixbr.n, 

Of vninproved Mettle, hot and fuil, 

Harh in che skirts of Norway, heere and there, 

Shark'd vp a 1.ift of Landlcife Reiolutes, 

For Foode and Dict, to fome Enterprize 

That hach adtomackein’t : which is no other 

(And it doth well appeare vito our State) 

Burt to recouer of vs by Grong hand 

Audteries Compulfative,thofe forefaid Lands 

Soby his Father loft: and this (Itakeit} | 

ts themiaine Motive of our Preparations, 

The Sourie of this our Wartch,and the cheefe head 

OF this poft-halt, and Romagein the [and, 
Enter Choft againes 














Prince of Denmarke. 


But foft, behold, loe where it comes againe 


Jf chou haftany found or vi. eof Whe 
Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doe eafe, and grace to mees 
Speake to me. 

1fthou art priuie to thy countries fate 

Which happily foreknowing may auoyd 
Ofpeake: | 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in thy life 

Extorred treafure in the wombe of earth 

For which they fay your fpirirs oft walke in death, 
Speake oft, {tay and fpeake, ftop it Marcellus, 

May. Shall ftrike it wich my partizan? 

Hy. Doe ifitwillnot ftand. 

Bay, Tis heere. 

Hor, Tis heere. 

Mar, Tis gone. 

We doeit wrong as fo Maiefticall 

To offer it the fhowe of violence, 
Foricisas theayre, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar, Te was abont to fpeake when the cock crewe. 

Hor, And thenit ftarted like a guilty thing, 
Vponafearefull fummons 3 I haue heard, 

The Cock that is the trumper to the morne, 
Doth with his lofty and fhrill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre 
Th’extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 

To his confine, and of the truth heerein 

This prefent obieétmade probation. 

Mar. It faded onthe crowing of the Cock. 
Some fay that ever gainf{t that {eafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abraode 
The nights are wholfome, then no plannets ftrike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charme 
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Sutlolt, vensid: Loc where im comes avaine 2 
lie croffe it, though it blaftine, Stay Ulufion: 
‘fchou haft any found, or vic of Voyce, 
Speaketome. If therebe any good tl.ing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and price to me; Speak to me, 
Ifchou art priuy co thy Countries Fare 
(Which happily foreknowing may acoyd) Oh {peake, 
Or, if thou halt vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorted Treafure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walkein death ) 
Speake of it. Stay,and {peake. Stop it Marceus. 
Mar, Shall 1 frike et ir wich my Partizan ? 
Hor, Do,if it will not ftand. 
Barz, "Tisheere. 
Hor, Tis heere. 
Afar, 'Tisgorie. Exit Gho/?, 
Wedo it wrong, being fo Maicfticall 
To offer it che fhew of Violence, 
For itis asthe Ayre, invuleerable, 
And our vaitic blowes, malicious Mockery. 
Bare. It was about to fpeake, when the Cocke crew. 
Hor. Avd chen jc farted, likea guilry thing 
Vponafearfull Summons, I hzuc heard, 
+The Cocke that isthe Trumpet tothe day, 
Doth with his lofty and thrill-founding Throare 
Awakethe God of Day: and athis warning, 
Whether in Sea,or-Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, 
Th extrauagans, and erring Spirit, hyes 
TohisConine. And of the truth heerein, 
Tis prefent Obie& made probation. 
Afar. Ic faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
Some fayes, thar eucr *painft that Seafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated, 
The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long: 
And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad, 
Thenights are wholfome, thenno Planets Rrike, 
No Faiery talkes, nor Witch hath power to Charme : 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


4164 So hallowed, and fo grarious is that time. 
Hora. So haue I heard and doc in part belieueit, 
Butlooke the motne in ruffet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dewe of yon high Eaftward hill 
168 Breake weour watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vsimpart what we haue feene to night 
170 Vnto young Hamlet, for ive my life 
This {pirit dumb to vs, will{peaketo him: 
Doc you confent we fhall acquaint him with it 
As needful in our loues, fitting our duty. 


Mg Mar. Lets doo’t I pray, and I this morning knowe 
+ | Where we shall find him moft conuenient. Exeunt. 
ot Flori(h. Enter Claudius, King of Denmarke, Gertradt be Queene, 
in, 4 Contnfaile : as Polormus, and bis Sonne Lacrtess 
+ Hamlet, Cun Als. 


Claud, Though yet of Hamlet our dearebrothers death 
The memorie be greene, and thatit vs befitted 
4 To beare our harts in griefe,and our whole Kingdome, 
To becontra€ted in one browe of woe 
Yet fo farre hath difcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wileft forrowe thinke on him 
Together with remembrance of our felues: 


8 Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Qneene 
Thimperiall ioynerefle to this warlike ftate 
10 Haue we as twere with a defeated ioy 
r With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye, 
12 With mirth in funerall, and with dirdgein marriage, 


Inequall {calewaighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife : nor haue we heerein bard 
Your berrer wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
16 With this affaire along (for all our thankes ) 
Now followes that you knowe young Fortinbraffe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth 
Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
20 Our flate to be difioynt,and our of frame 
+ Coleagued with this dreame of his aduantage 
22 He hath not faild to peftur vs with meflage 

















Sohallow'd, and{o praciousis the time. , 
Her. Sohauel heard, and do in part beieeue cr. 
But looke, che Morne in Ruftec imancle clad, 
— Walkes o're the dew of yon higis Eafterne Hilti, 
| Breake we our Watch vp, andby my aduice 
Let vsimpare what we haue feene to night 
Vato yeng Hamict. For vpon my life, 
This Spirts dumbe to vs,well {peake to him : 
Do you tonfence we thall acquaint him with ic, 
As needfullin our Loues, fixcing our Daty ? 
Afar, Lec do't} pray,and J this morning know 
Where we fhall finde hun molt conueniently, — Exewn: 








Scena Secunda. 








Exter Clandises King of Denmarke, Gertrude toe Queese, 
Hlamict, Poloninee, Laeries, and bis Sifter O- . 
phziia, Lords sAttendant.s ‘ 


Keg. Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death 
The memory be greene: and that it vs beficted 
To Seare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To becontragted in one brow of woe: 
Yet fo farre hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 
That we with wifeht forrow thinke on him, 
Together with remembrance of our felues. 
Therefore our fomerimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th'imperistl lovntreffe of this warlike State, 
Hawe we, as ‘were, with a cefeated ioy, 
Wich one Anfpicious, ard one Drepping eye, 
With mirth  Funezall,and with Dirge Marriage, 
In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole : 
Takento Wife; nor have we heerein barr’d 
Your betcer Wifedomes, which hane freely gone 
With ch s stiairealong, forall our Thankes. 
Now followes, that you know young Fortinftas,) 
Holding a weake fyppofall of our worth 5. 
Ox thinking by out lace deere Brothers death, 
Our State to be difioyne, and out of Frame, 
Col!eagued with the dreame of his Aduantages 
He hath no: tasl'd topelter vs with Meffage, 


Tmannrene the durrender at thate fande 








Prince of Denmarke. 
aed saber thofelands 
0 


‘i 
Loft by his father, with all bands of awe 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him : 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting, 
Thus much the bufines is, we haue heere writ 
ToNorway Viacleof young Fortenbraffe 
Whoimpotentand bedred {carcely heares 
Ofthis his Nephewes purpofes to fupprefle 
His further gare heerein, in that the leuies, 
The lifts, a full proportions are all made 
Our of his fubieét, and we heere difparch 
You good Cornelius, and you Valemand, 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 
- Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufines withthe King, more then the {cope 
Ofthefe delated articles allowe : 
Farwell, and Jetyour haftcommiend your dutie. 
Cor. Vo. Inthat, and all things will we fhowe our dutie. 
King. We doubtitnothing, hartely farwell. 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 
Youtold vs offome {ute,what ift Laertes 2 
You cannot {peake ofreafon to the Dane 
And lofe your voyces what wold’ft thou heg ge Leertes, ? 
That flail not bemy offer, not chy asking, 
The head is not more natiue to the hart 
‘The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth 
Thenis the throne of Denmarketo thy father, 
What would’ft thou haue Lsertes 
law. My dread Lord, 
Your leaue and fauour to returne to Fraunce, 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke, 
To fhowe my dutic in Paes Coronation 
Yer now I muft confefle, that duty done 
My thoughrs and withes bend againe toward Fraunce 
And bowe them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 
King, Haue you pu fathers leaue, what faies Polomins ¢ 
Polo, Hath my Lord wroung from me my flowe leaue 
By labourfome petition, and at aft 
Vpon his will J feald my hard confent, 
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[inporting the furrender of thofe Lands — 
Lott by his Father: with all Bonds of Law 
To ourmoh waliante Brother, Soamuch fer him. 
| Ewer Moltensand and Cormel iss, 
| Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufinefleis. Wee haue heere writ 
To Norway, Vocle of young Ferrinbras, 
Who Impocent and Bedrid, fcarfely heares 
Ofchis his Nephewes purpofe, tolupprefie 
itis further gate heerein. In thac the Leuies, 
The Litts, and full proportions are all made 
Our of his fubieét : and weheere difpatch 
You pood Cernefins, and you Felremarnd, 
For Searing of chis greeting to old Norway, 
Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
Teo bufincie with the King, more thenthe fcope 
OF thefe dilated Articles allow : 
Farewell andlet your haft commend your duty. 
Pols. Yorhat,and all chings, will we fhew our duty. 
Kimg. We doubcic nothing, heartily farewell. 
Eait Pettemand and (orwelime. 
And new Laertes, whar's the newes with you > 
Youcrcokilyscriome fuire., VWohacis’c Leerses ? 
You cannot fpeake of Reafon tothe Danc, 





And loofe your yvoycee. Wha. would’ theu bes Lacrres, 


ahat fhallaot be my Ofer, not chy Asking ? 
The Head ts nut more Nazive tothe Hearr, 
The ifand more infttrrmencsll coche Mouch, 
Phewis the Throse of Denmarke to chy Father. 
What woulus'ft chow have faerres 2 
Laer. Dread my Lord, 
Your lcane and fasaour co rerurnie to France. + 
From whence, though willingly bt camcto Deamarke 
ro few ny duty in your Coronation, 
You now J ult confefe, chac duty done, 
‘iy thoughes sod withes bend againe cowards France, 
find Sow thea: te your craciouslezuc and pardon. 
King. Hauec you your Fathers leauc P 
What fayes Poilorives ? 
Pe! Ele hath my Lord! 
'dobelcech vou cic him leai:e ta go, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Idoebefeech you giue him leaueto goe. ; 
King: Take thy faire houre Laeries, time be thine 
And thy beft graces {pend ic at thy will : 
But nowmy Cofin Hanle, and my fonne. 
Ham, A litcle more then kin, and leffe then kind. 
King. Howis it thatthe clowdes {till hang on you. 
Hum. Notfo much my Lord, Tam roo much in the fonne. 
neene, Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eyelooke likea friend on Deramarke, 
Doenot for ever with thy vailed lids 
Secke for thy noble Father in the duft, 
Thou know’fttis common all rhat lines muft die, 
Pafsing through nature to eternitie, 
Ham, [Maddam, itis common, 


Se Tfirbe 
VV)hy feemes itfo perticuler with thee. 

Flan. Seemes Maddam, nay itis, [know not feemes, 
Tis not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
Nor cuffomary fuites of folembe blacke 
Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath 
No, nor the fruirfull river in the eye, 
Nos the deiefted hanior of the vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes,chapes of griefe 
That can deuote me truely, thefe indeede feeme, 
For they are actions that aman met play 
But I haue that within which pafles fhowe 
Thefé but the erappings and the fisites of woe. 

» Tis fweete aaa commendablein your nature Hauler, 

To ginethe(e mourning duties to yourfarher 
Butyou matt knowe yous father lofta father, 
Thatfather loft, loft his, and che furuiuerbound 
In filliall obligation for {ome tearme 
To doeobfequions forrowe, butto perfener 
In obftinate condolemenr, isacourfe 
Ofimpious ftubbornes, tis ynmanly griefe, 
It thowes a will moft incorreétto heauen 
Ahart vofortified, ormindeimpatient 
An vnderftanding fimpleand vafchoold 
Forwhat we knowe mutt be, and is as common 








Idobefcech you giue him leaue te go. 
Kmg, Takethy faire houre Laeries, zie be chine, 
And thy beft graces {pend it ac thy will ; 
But new my Cofin [amlet,and ay Sonne? 
Ham, A little more then kin, and leffe then kinde, 
King. How is it chat the Clouds thi hang on you ? 
Alam, Not omy Lord, Lamtoo awch i’th’Sun. 
Qucen. Good Hamlet caft thy mehuy colour «ff, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denamizrke. 
Do not for euer with chy veyled lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father inthe duft; 
Thou know ft"tis common, sil chat hucs muft dye, 
Paffing through Nature, to Preriry. 
Tara. I Madain,it is common, 
Queen. Itirbe; 
Why feemes ir fo particular with thee. 
Fon Seemes Madan, Nay, it is : know not Scemes: 
‘Tis not aloac my Inzv Cloake (good Mather) 
Nor Cuftomary tvites of folemne Blacke, 
Noe windy fufpiracion of fore'd breath, 
No, aor the truiciull River inthe Eve, 
Nox the drieéted hauicur of the Vilage, 
Toyether with ail Formes, Moods, fhewes of Griefe, 
Thaccan denoremectuly. Thefe indeed Seeme,; 
Sor they are actions that aman might play : 
Bur i haue chat Wathin, which patiech fhow; 
Thefe, but the Trappings,and the Suices of woe. 
King. ‘Tis (weer and commendable 
In your Nature Aansler, 
To giue chefe mourning duties to your Father: 
Bur you muft know, your Farher Joft a Father, 
“That Father loft, loft his , and the Sursiuer bound 
In filkal! Odligation, tor foie terme 
To do obiequious Sorrow. Butto perfeuer 
Jn obitinare Comdolement, is 3 courfe 
Of spinous Rebbornneffe. ‘Tis vamanly greefe, 
tc jhewes 2 will mof incorreét ro Heauen, 
A» bieace waferased, a Minde impatient, 
An Vedertiandicg Gmple, and vaicheol'd : 
bor,what veluow mull be, and is ss common 





Prince of Denmarke. 
Asany the moft vulgar thing to fence, 
Why thould wein our peuifh oppofition 
Takeitto hart, fie, tis a fault ro heauen, 
A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature, 
Toreafon moftabfard, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to ay 
This muft be fe : we pray you throw to eart 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As ofa father, for let the world takenote 
You are the moftimediate to our throne, 
And with no leffe nobilitie of loue 
Then that which deareft father beares his fonne, 
Doel impart toward you for your intent 
In going back tofchoole in ¥itrenberg. 
Itis moftrecrogardto our defire, 
And we befeech you bend youtoremaine 
Hreerein thecheareand comfort afour eye, 
Our chiefeft courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 
. Quec, Letnotthy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet, 
Ipray thee ftay with vs, goenot to Pitienberg, 
Haw, T thal in all my beft obay you Madam, 
King, Why tis alouing and a faire reply, 
Beas our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come, 
This gentle and vnfore’d accord of Hazlet 
Sits finiling to my hart, in grace whereof, 
Noiocon hesteh that Denmarke drinkes to day, 
But the great Cannonto thecloudes fhall tell, 
And ie Kiags rowfethe heanen fhall bruce againe, 
Refpeaking earthly chunderycomeaway. —Florifh, —-Exesent all, 
Ham, O chat this too too fallied flefhwould mele, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and refolue it {elfe into.adewe, 
Orthat the euerlafting had not fixe 
His cannon ene fealeflaug heer, 6Ged, Ged, 
How wary, ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vies of chis world 2 
Fie on’t, ah fie, tis an vnweeded garden 
That growes to feede, things rancke and grofe in nature, 
Poffefleit meerely thatit rt come thus 
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Asany ine molt vulgar thing to fence, 

Why thould we in our peeuith Oppofition 

Toke ictrohearr? ryc,’tisa faultto Heauen, 

A fans againft the Dead, a faultta Nature, 

To Realon molt abfurd, whofe common Theame 
18 death of Fathers, 2nd who ftill hath cried, 
From the firtt Coarfe,cill he thac dyed ta day, 
This muftbe fo. We pray you throw to earth 


This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vs _ 
As ofa Father 5 For let the worid cake nore, 
You sre the mcf immediate to our Throne, 
Ana with no leffe Nobiliry of Laue, 
Then that which dcereft Farher beares his Sonne, 
DoTimpact towards you. For your inter: 
In going backe to Schoole in W ittenberg, 
deas molt retrograde to owrdefirc: 
And we befeech you, bend you to remaine 
Hicesc in the checreand comfort ofour eye, 
Our checfeft Courtier Cofin,and ourSeare. 
24. Let mot thy Mocher lofe her Prayere Féannies 2 
Iprythee a with vs, £o not to Wittenberg. 
Flam. 1f{hallin all my beit : 
Obcy you Madam. 
Aang. Why "tsa fouing,and a fsire Reply, 
Fe ac our telfe in Denmarke. Madam come, 
Thus gentle and vnfore’d accerdof Hassler 
Sits ‘miling to my hearc ; in prace whereof, 
INo iotena health chat Denmarke drinkes to dz 
Buc the great Cannon to rhe Clovis fhallrel i. 
And the Kings Rouec, the Heauens thall bruire agiine, 
Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away, 
(Manet Hlamlet. . 
Ham. Ob that this too too folid Fieth, would melc, 
Thaw,and refolue it felfe into as Dew: 
Or that the EverlaQing bhadnot fixe a = 
His Cannon 'gain(t Selfe-flaughrer. OGad, OGad! 
How weary.fiale flatand veprefitable. 
Seemes tome all the vies of this world ? 
Fie cn't 7 Oh fie, fie, "cis an vwnweeded Garden 
That prowes to Seed: Things rank, and vroffe in Nature 
Pofte fleitrocercly. That it Ghould come co this: 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Bur two months dead, nay not fo much, not two, 
So excellent aKing, that was to this 
Hiperion to a fatire, fo louing tomy mother, 
Thar he might nor beteeme the winds of heauen 
Vifite her facetoo roughly, heaven and earth 
Muft I remember,why fhe fhourd hang on him 
Asifincreafe of appetice had growne 
By what it fed on, and yet within amonth, 
Letme not thinke on’ ; frailty chy name is woman 


A little month or ere thofe fhooes were old 


With which the followed my poore fathers bodie 
Like Noobe all teares, why fhe 
O God, a beaft chat wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vaele, 
My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Then I co Hercules, within amonth, 
Ere yet the faltofmoft varighteous teares, 
Had left rhe flufhing in her gautled eyes 
She married, 6 moft wicked {peedesto poft 
With fuch dexteritie to iacefhous fheets, 
Icis not, nor it cannot come to good, 
But breake my hart, for] muft hold my rongue. 
Enter Horatio, Maycellus, and Bernardo. 
Fora. Haile toyourLordthip. 
Han, 1am glad to fee you well 5 Haratio, or I do forget my felfe. 
Hora, Thefame my Lord, and your poore feruant ever. 
Ham, Sir my good friend, Tle change that name with you, 
And what make you from #isenberg Horatio? 
Marcellus, 
Mar, My good Lord. 
Ham, Yam very glad to fee you, (good even fir) 
But wharin faith make you from Wittenberg? 
Hora. A truant difpofition goad my Lord, 
Ham, 1 would not heare your enimie fay f0, 
Nor fhall you doe my eare that violence 
Tomake it rrufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe, I knowe you are no truant, 
But what is your affaire in Zfonoure ? 
Weele teach youforto drinke ere you depart. 





Bur two months dead :Nay,notio much; oortwo, 

So excellcne a King, thar was to this 

Fliperion toa Sacyre : fo loving vo my Motiicr, 

Thathe might not beteene the windesofheauen 

Vifit ber face tooroughly. Heauen and Ezrth 

Mult Iremember : why fhe would hang onhin, 

As ifencreafe of Appetite had growne 

By whacit fed on ; and yee within a month ? 

Letmenoc thinke n't: Frailty, thy name is woman, 

A lietle Monch, or erethofe fhones were old, 

With which fhe followed my poore Fathers body 

Like Niobe, all teares. Why the, euen the. 

(O Heauen! A beaft that wanes difeourfe of Resfon 
\Vould haue mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, 
My Fachers Brother: but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Flercisles, Within a Moneth? 

Ere yet ehe falrof moft vnrighteous Teares 

Had lef: the fluthing of her gauled cycsy 

She married. O moft wicked (peed, to polt 
With fach dexterity coInceRuous fheets ; 

Ic isnot, nor it cannot come te good. 

But breake my heart, for Imuft holdmy tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Af arcellea. 


Her, Haile to your Lordthip, 
Ham, Yam glad to fee you well : 
Horatie,or I do forget my felfe. 
Hor. The fame my Lord, 
And your poore Seruant euer. 
Ham, Sir my good friend, 
Tie change that name with you: . 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio? 


Marcela. 
Mar. My good Lord. : ; 
Ham. 1 am very glad to fee you: good een Sir. 


But what in faith make you from Wittemberge? 
Hor. Atrvant difpofition, good my Lord, 

Ham. | would not haue your Eneiny fay £0; 
| Nor fhall you doe mine eare that violence, 

To make it trufter of your owne report 

Againft your felfe. I know you a:¢no Troant: 
| Buc what is your affaire in E/fenon ? 
| Wee'lteach you to drinke deepe,ere you depart, 











Prince of Denmarke. 
Hora, My Lord, Ycametofeeyour fathers funeral. 
Ham, [pre thee doe not mocke me fellowe ftudient, 
Ithinke ic was to my mothers wedding. 
Hora, Indeedemy Lordit followed hard vppon. 
Ham, Thrift, thrift, Zoratio, the funeral bak’e meates 
Did coldly furnith forth the marriage tables, 
Would ] had metmy deareft foein heauen 
Or cuer had feene that day Horatio, 
My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 
Hora, Where my Lord ? 
Han. In my mindes eye Hordtie. 
Hora. [faw him once,a was a goodly King, 
Ham. Awasatnan take him forallin all 
¥ thall notlooke vppon his like ns 
Hara, My Lord Lthinke J faw him yefternight. 
Haw. faw, who? 
Hora, My Lord theKing your father. 
Hum. The King my father? 
Hira, Seafon your admiration for a while 
Wich an atrenceare till J may deliner 
Vppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruileto you. 
Han. For Gods loue let me heare? 
Hora. Two nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Marcellus, and Barnardo, on their watch 
Inthe dead waft and middleof the night 
Beene thusincountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at poynt, exactly Capapea 
Appeares beforethem, and with folemne march, 
Goes flowe and eri by thems thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within his tronchions length, whil'ft they diftil'd 
Almoftto gelly with the ad of feare 
Stand dumbe and Ha nocto hims thisto me 
In dreadfull {ecrefie impart they did, 
And J with them the third night kept thewatch, 
Whereas they had delinered Bothintime 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
‘The A pparifion comes +1 ee your father, 
2 
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Hor. My Lord,l came to fee your Fathers Funerall, 
Ham, 1 pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student) 
I thinke it was co fee my Mothers Wedding. 
Hor. Indced my Lord, it followed hard vpon. 
Ham. ‘Thrift cheift Horatio: the Funerall Bake-mieats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would } had metiny dearett foe in heauen, 
Ere Thad ewer feene that day Horatio. 
My father, me thinkes I tee my faclier, 
Hor. Obwhere my Lore? 
Ham. Inmy minds eye (Herario) 
Hor, 1 awhim once; he wasa goodly King. 
Hem. Hewasaman, take him for all in all: 
J fhall noc look vpon his like ayaine, : 
Hor, My Lord, I chinke i faw him yeflernight. 
Ham. Saw? Who? : 
Hor. My Lord,the King your Father. 
Ham. The King my Father? 
Hor. Seafon sour admiration for a while 
Wich an atcenteare; cill { may deliuer 
Vpon the witneffc of thefe Gentlemen, 
This maruell to you. 
Ham, For Heauensloue let me heare, 
Hor. Twoonights together, had chefe Gentlemen 
(M ecelliss and Barnardo) ontheir Watch . 
In the dead waft and middle of the night 
Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arm'datall poincs exactly, Capa Pe, 
Appeares before them, and with follemne march 
Goes flow and ftately: By them thrice he walker, © 
By their oppreft and feare-furprized eyes, 
Within his Truncheons lengths whilft they beftil’d 
Almoft to Ielly with the A& of feare, : 
Stand dumbe and {peake nottohim, This tome 
In dreacfull fecrecie impart they did, ee 
And L with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliver'd bothin time, ; 
Forme of thething; each word made true and geod, 
The Apparition comes. ] knew your Father: ° 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Thefe hands are not more like. 
212 Ham. Butwherewasthis? 
+ Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watch 
Ham, Did you not {peaketo it ? 
214 Hora, My LordI did, 
Buranfwere made it none, yet once methought 
It lifted vp it head, and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake : 
278 | Buteuen then the morning Cock crewe Joude, 
And atthe found it fhrank in haft away 
And vanifht from our fight. 
220| Ham. Tis very ftrange, 
Hora. As 1 doeliue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And wedid thinke it writ downein our dutie 
‘To let you knowe of it, 
+224| | Han, IndeedeSirs but this troubies me, 
Hold you the watch to night? 
All, Wedoe my Lard. 
| Hem. Armd fay you? 
All, Armd my Lord, 
Han, Fromtop to toe? 
228 All, My Lord from head to foote. 
Ham, Then {awe you not his face 
é Hos. Oyesmy Lord, heworehis beauer vp. 
230 Han, What look’thefrowningly ¢ 
Hora. Acountenance more inforrow then in anger. 
Ham, Pale, or red ? 
: Hora, Nay very pale. 
234 | Ham, And fixthis eyes vpon you? 
Hora. Moft conftanily. 
Ham. I would I had beene there. 
Hira, Te would haue such a maz’d you, 
# Han. Very like, ftayd it long 2 
238 Hora, While one with moderate haft might tell a hundreth, 
Both. Longer, longer. 
Hora, Not when I faw’e, 
240 | Ham. His beard was grifsl’d, no. 
Hora, Te was as Lhausleene it in his life 
242 | Afable filuer’d. 














| Thele hands are Not more like. 
| Bam, Bat where was this? 
| Mar. My Lord vponthe platforme where we watche. 
Ham. Did you not {peake to it? 
Hor, My Lord, I did; 
Bucanfwere made it none: ye once methought 
Ic lifted vp it head and did addreffe 
It {elfe to motion, like as it would fpeake: _ 
But cuenthen, the Morning Cocke crewlowd; 
And atthe found it fhrunke inhaftaway, 9” 
And vanifht from our hehe, : , 4 
Ham, Tis very flrange. _ a 
Hor. As1 doc line my honourd Lord ‘tis true; 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dury 
Tolet you know of it. 
Ham, Indeed, indeed Sirs; bur this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to Night? i... _~ 
Both, We doe my Lord - 
Ham. Aravd, fay you? 
Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 
Ham. From top to toe? 
Both, My Lord, from head co foore. 
Ham. Then faw you not his face? 
Her. Oyes,my Lord, he wore his Beauer vp. 
Ham, What, looke he frowningly? 
Hor, A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 
Ham, Pale,or red? | 
Hor. Nay very pale. 
Ham. Andfixchis eyes ypon your 
Hor, Mott conftantly. 
Hara. 1 would] had beene chere. m 
Hor. Itwouldhauemuchamaz'dyou,, © 
Ham. Very like, very like: ftaiditlong? (dred. 
Hor. While one with moderate haft might cell a hug. 
e-til. Longer,longer. — al 
Hor. Not when 1 faw’r. ¥ 
Ham. His Beard was grifly? no. 
| Hor. It was, as I haue (eene it in hislife, 
| A Sable Siluer'd. a _ (gaine. 


. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 


Has, Twill watch to nigh 242 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. T warn’e it will, + 

Han, \fitaffume my noble fathers perfon, 244 


Ile fpeake to it chough hell it {elf fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace $I pray you all 
1fyou haue hetherto conceald this fight 


Let it betenablein your filence ftill, 248 
And what fomeuer els fhall hap to night, 
Giue itan vnderftanding but no tongue, a) 


I will requite your loues, fo farre you well : 
Vppon the platforme twixta leauenand twelfe 


Tle vifite you. 
All. Our datie to your honor. Exeunt. 
Ham, Your loues, as mine to you, farwell, 2544 


My fathers fpirie (in armes) all is not well, 
I doubt fome foule play, would chenight werecome, 
Till chen fie ftill my foule, foode deedes will rife 
Thoughall the earth ore-whelmethemtomens eyes, Exit. 258 
Enter Latrtes, and Opheliabis Sifter, ia 
Lace, My neceffaries areinbarcke, farwell, — 
And fifter, as the winds giuebenefic 








And conuay, in afsiftant doe not fleepe r 
Burlet me heere from you. 
Opbe. Doe you doubr that? k 


Laey, For Hanlet,and.thetrifling of his fauour, 
Hold ita fafhion, and atoy in blood 
A Vieletin the youth of primy nature, 


Forward, nor permanent, fweete, not lafting, ’ 
The perfume and {uppliance of a minute 
No more. u 
Opbe. Nomorebutfo, 
Laty. Thinke it no more. ty 
For nature creffant does not growealone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 124 


Theinward feruice of the minde and foule 

Growes wide withall, perhapes he lones you now, 

And now no foylenor cautell doth befrarch 

The vertue of his will, buc youmultfeare, ux. | 74 
2 del 





A Sable Siluer'd. : (gaine. 
Ham. \le watch coNight; perchance "cwill wake a- 
Hor. Iwarrancyouitwill, =~ ne “. 
Ham. If it affume my noble Fathers perfon, = 

le fpeake to it,chough Hell it elte fhould, gape 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray youall, . , | 

Ifyou hauchitherto concealdthis fight; ) 

Let it bee treble in your filence ftsll : 

And wharfocucr els (hall hap co night, 

Giue ifanvoderftanding butnotongues 

I will requite your loues; fo, fare ye well: - 

Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue, 

[le vifie you. “> 
44, Our duty co your Honour. Excant. 
Ham. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell. , 

My Fathers Spiritin Armes? Allis not well: A 

I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were cotne 5; 

Tul then fic ftill my foule; foule deeds willyife, © - ¥ 

Though all the earch orewhelm them to mens*sies. Exit. 









Scena Tertia, . 





Enter Laertes and Ophelia, °° * ~ 
Laer. My neceffaries are imbark’t; Farewells 
And Sifter,esthe Winds gine Benefit, i 
And Conuoy is affiftant; doe not flecpe, 
Bur let me heare ftom you. 
Ophel. Doe you doubdrthat? a 
Laer, For Hamilet,and the trifling of bis favours, 
Hol¢ it afafhion and atoyin Bloud; “= 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nacures 
‘Froward,not permanent; {weer not lafting 
The fuppiiance of a minute? No more. 
Opbel, No more but fo. 
Leer. Thinkeitno more: 
For nature creflant does nor prow alone, 
To thewes and Bulke: but 2s his Temple waxes, 
The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he foues you row, 
‘| And newnofoyle nor csuteil doth befmerch 
The vertue of his feare : but you'mutt feate 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


.. His greatnes wayd, his willis not hie owne, 


He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, 
Carue for himfelfe, for on his choife depends 
The fafty and health ofthis whole ftare, 
And therefore muft his choife be circumfcribd 
Vnto the voyceand yeelding ofthatbody - 
Whereof he is the head, then if he faies heloues you, 
Ic fits your wifdome fo farreto belieucit 
As he in his particuler a€t and place 
May giue his faying deede, whichis no further 
‘Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall. 
‘Then way what loffe your honor may faftaine 
Tf with too credenteare you lift his fongs 
Orloofe your hart, or your chaft treafare Open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 
Feare ic Opbelis, feare it my deare fifter, 
And keepeyouin thereare of your affetion 
Out of the thot aod danger of defire, 
 Thecharieft maide is prodigal! inough 
Ifthe vnmaske her butieto the Moone 
« Vertueit felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes 
The canker gaules the infants. of thefprin 
Too oft before their buttons be difclof'd, 
And in the morne and liquid dewe of youth 
Contagious blaftmenrs are moft iminent, 
Bewary then, beft fafery lies in feare, 
outh ro ic {elfe rebels, though non els neare, 
Ophe. I hall the effet of this g00d leffon keepe 
As watchman to my hart, but good my brother 
Doe not as fome Vagracious paftors doe, 
howe me the ftep and thorny way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and reckles libercine 
Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalience treads, 
And reakesnot his ownereed, Enter Polouiss, 
Laer, Ofeareme not, 
I tay too long, but heere my fathercomes 
A double blefsing, is adouble grace, 
Occafion {miles vpon afecond leaue, 
Pol, YetheereLaate? abord a bord for fhame, 








His greatneffe weigh’d, his willis not his ownes 
For hee himfelfe is tubieé to his Birch : 

Hee may not, as vnuallued perfons doe, 

Carve for himfelfe ; for, on his choyce depends 
The fanétity and healch of the weole State, 

And therefore muft his choyce be circumferib’d 
Vito the voyce and yeelding of that Body, 
“Whereof heisthe Head, Thenif he fayes he loues you, 
It fits your wifedome fo farreco belecue it; 

Ashe inhis peculiar Sed and force 

May giuc his faying deed: which is no further, 
Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall, 
Then weigh what lofle your Honour may fultaine, 
If with too credent eare youlift his Songs ; 

Or lofe your Heart; or your chaft Treafure open 
Tohis vnmaftred importunity. 

Fearce it Ophelia, feare it my deare Sifter, 

And keepe within the reare of your Affection; 
Out of the thot and danger of Defire, 

The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough, 

1f the vnmaske her beauty to the Moone: 

Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious flroakes, 
The Canker Gal!s, the Infants of the Spring 

Too oft before the buttons be difclos'd, 

Andina the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent, 

Be wary then, belt fafecy lies in feare; 

Youth toit felfe rebels, chough none elfe neere. 

Ophe. 1 fhall th’effe& of this good Leffon keepe, 

As watchmen to my heart: bue good my Brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doc, 

Shew me the fteepe and thorny way to Heauen; 
Whilft like a puft and reckleffe Libertine 
Himfelfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
Andreaks not his owne reade. 

Laer. Oh, feare me not. 
Enter Poloniss, 

I Ray toolong ; but here my Father comes: 

A double bleffing is a double grace; 

Occafion {miles vpon a fecond leaue. 

Polan, Yer heere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fhame, 





Prince of Denmarke. 
Thewind fits in the fhoulderof your faile, 
And you are ftayed for, there my blefsing with thee, 
And thefe fewe precepts in thy memory 
Looke thou chara@ter, giue thy thoughts no tongues 
Nor any vnproportion’d thought hisact, 
Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 
Thofe friends thou haft, and their a doprion tried, 
Grapple them vato thy foule with hoopes of fteeles 
Bur doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new harcht vnfledgd courage, beware 
Of entrance toa quarrell, but being in, 
Beart that th’oppofed may beware of thee, 
Guue every man thy eate, but fewe thy voyce, 
Take eachmans cenfure, but referue thy iudgement, 
Coftly rhy habite as thy purfe can by, 
But not expreftin fancysrich not gaudy, 
For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man 
And they in Fraunce of the beftranck and ftation, 
Or of amoft fele€tand generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nora lender boy, 
For loue oft loofes both it felfe, and friend, 
And borrowing dullethedge of hufbandry 5 
This aboue all, to thineowne felfe be true 
And ir muft followe as the night the day 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any. man : 
Farwell, my blefsing feafon this in thee. 
Laer, Moft humbly doe I take my leaue my Lord, 
Pol, The time inuefts you goe, your feruants tend, 
Laer. Farwell Opbelia, and remember well. 
What I haue fayd to you. 
Ope. Tisinmy memory lockr 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key of it, 
Laer, Farwell. Exit Laertes, 
Pol, Whatift opbeliahe hath fayd to you? 
Ophe. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hanke, 
Pol, Marty well betchought 
Tis tolde me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
Haue of your audience beenc moft free and bountious, 
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The winde fitsin the fhoulder of your faile, 

And youare ftaid for there: my bleffing with you; 
And thefe few Precepts ir thy memory, 

Seethou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any vnproporrion’d thoughthis Ac: 

Bethou familiar; but by nomeanes vulgar: 

The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride, 
Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopes of Steele : 
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment 

Of each vnharch’t,ynfiedg’d Comra de. Beware 
Ofentrance to a quarrel: bur being in 

Bear’t that th'oppoled may beware of thee, 

Giue cuery man thine eare;but few thy voyce: 
Tks each mans cenfure;but referue thy iudgement : 
Coftly thy habie as thy purfe can buy ; 
Butnorexeieltin fancic; rich,not gawdie: 

For the Apparell oft proclaimesthe man. 

And they ia France ofthe beltranck and Ration, 
Areofamoft fcicst and pencrous chef in that. 
Meither a borro wez,nor a lender be; 

For lone oft loies both it feite and friend: 

And borrowing dials thee Ize ot Husbandry. 

This avvoue sls to thine owe felife be true: 

And it mu (#foltow,as Uz Nazhs the Day, 

Thou canit not chen Be faifs aly man. 





Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in thee, 
Laer, Moft humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord. 
Polon. The time inuites you, goe, y our feruants tend, 
Laer, Farewell Ophelia, and remember well | 
What I haue faid to you. ‘ 
Ophe. ‘Lisinmy memory locke, 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key ofit. 
Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer, 
Polen. What ift Ophelsa he hath faid to you 2 
Ophe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamlet, 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: 
Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felfe 


Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 
Tf ic he (nm. ae fn rienur an me: 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Ifit be fo, as fo tis put onme, 
And that in way of caution, I muftrell you, 
You doe not viiderftand your felfe fo cleerely 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor, 
What isberweene you giue me vp the truth, 
Opbe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&tion to me. 
Pol. Affection, puh, you fpeakelike a greene girle 
Vnfifted in fuch perrilous circumftance, 
Doe you belienc his tenders as you call them ? 
Opbe. I doe not knowe my Lord what I fhould thinke. 
Pol, Marry I will teach you, thinke your {elfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
Which are norfterling, tender yout felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phrafe 
Wrong it thus) you'l tender mea foole. 
Opbe. My Lord he hatb importun’d me with loue 
In honorable fafhion. 
Pol. J, fafhion you may call it, go to, go to. 
Opbe. And hath given countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 
Pol. 1, {prings to catch wood -cockes, I doe knowe 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinétin both 
Euen in their promife, as itis a making 
You muft nocrake for fire, from this time 
Befomething {canter of your maiden prefence 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Thenacommaund to parle ; for Lord Hanlet, 
Believe fo much in him that he is young, 
And with a larger tider may he walke 
Then may be given you :in fewe Ophelia, 
Doe notbelieue his vowes, for they are brokers 
Not of that die which their inneftments fhowe 
But meere imploratotors of vnholy {nites 
Breathing like fan@tified and pious bonds 
The better to beguide : chis is for all, 
I would nocin plaine tearmesfrom this time foorth 











If ic be fo, as fo tis put on me; i 
And that in way of caution: Imuft tell you, 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely, 

Asit behoues my Daughter, and your Honour, 

What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth? : 

Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders | 
Of his affeAtion tome. 

Pelon. Affe&ion,puh. You fpeake likes greene Girle 
Vofifted in fuch perillous Circumflance. ’ 
Doe you beleeue his renders,as you call chem? 

Ophe. I do not know, my Lord,whatI fhould thinke, 

Polen. Marry Ile teach you; thinke your felfea Baby, 

- That you haue tane histenders for true pay, 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your felfe more deariy; 
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe, 
Roaming it thus, you'l tendez me a foole. 

Cphe. My Lord,he hath importun’d me with loue, 
In honourable fafhion. 

Pelon. 1 ,fathion you may callit,g0to0,¢0 too, 

Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech, 
My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauien, 

Polon. 1.Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know 
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule 
Giues the tongue vowes: thefe blazes, Daughter, 
Giuing more hightthenheates extinétin both, 
Euen in their promife, as itis a making; 

You mu% noc cake for fire. For this timeDaughter, 
Be fome what feancer of your Maiden prefence; 

Set your entreatmentsatahigher rate, 

Then acommandtopariey. For Lord Humice, 
Belecue fo much in him,that he is young, 

And witha larger tethes may he walke, 

Then may be giuzn you. Jn few, Ophelia, 

Doenot belecue his vowes;for they are Broakers, 
Notof the eye,which their Inueftments fhow : 

But meere implorators of vnholy Sutes, 

Breathing hike fanétified and pious bonds, 

The better to beguile, This is forall : 

I would not, in plaine tearmes, from this time forth, 













Prince of Denmarke. 


Have you fo flaunder any momentleafure 

Asto giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looke too’r I charge you, come yout wayes. 
Opbe. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio and Marcellas, 

‘Ham, The ayrebites fhroudly, itis very colde, 

Hora. Ivis nipping, and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Hora, { thinkeit lackes of twelfe. 

Mar. No, itis flrooke. 

Fra, Indeede3 I heard it not, it then drawes neere the feafon, 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke A flovifh of trumpets 
What does this meane my Lord ? and 2. peeces goes of, 

Han, The King doth wake to night and rakes his rowle, 
Keepes waffell and thefwaggring vp-{pring reeles : 
Andas he draines his drafts of Rennifh downe, 
The kertledrumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora, Isitacuftome 

Ham. I marry ift, 

But to my minde, though I am natiue heete 

And to the manner borne, itis a cuftome 

More honourd inthe breach, then the obferuance 
This heany headed reueale eaft and weft 

Makes vs traduft, and taxed of other nations, 
They clip vs drunkards, and with Swinifh phrafe 
Soyle our addition, and indeedeit takes 

From our archieuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marrow of our attribute, 

So oft ic chaunces in particuler men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
Asin their birth wherein they are not guilty, 
(Since nature cannot choofe his origin) 

. By their ore-grow’th of fome complextion 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon, 
Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 

The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of one defect 
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Haue you fo (ander any moment leifure, 

Asto giue words or talke withthe Lord Hamlets 

Looke too’t, I charge you; come your waycs, 
Opbe. I fhall obey my Lord. Exenwt, 


Enter Ham/et Horatio, Marcellus, 

Ham, The Ayre bites fheewdly : is it very cold? 

Hor. Iisa nipping and an caper ayre. 

Ham, What howernow? 

Her, Ithwke itlacks of twelae. 

Afar, No, itis ftrocke, 

Her, Indecd Iheardicnot: thenie drawes neere ¢ 
Wherein the Spirit tield his wont to walke, 
What does this meanc my Lord ? 

Ham, The King doth wake tonight, and takes his 
Keepes waffels and the fwaggcring vpipring recles, 
And as he dceines his dravyhes of Ren:fr downte, 

The ketsle Drum and Tru:npec thus bray out 
The triumph of his Plecge. 

Horat. |Isitacuftoine ? 

Hams. Tnarry ift; 

Andtomy mind, cheugh [ amnztive heers, 

Andtothe manner bone: It isi Culteme 

More lronou:'d in the breach,theo the obieruance. 
Exier Ghof. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
«32 | Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

+ | His vertues els be they as pute as prace, 

« | Asinfinite as man imayvndergoe, — 

+ | Shall inthe generall cenfure take corruption 
#36 | From that particuler fault :the dram of eale 

« | Dothall chenoble fubftance of adoubr 

x | Tohisowne {candle, 
Enter Choff, 
38 Hoya, Looke my Lord it comes. 
Ham, Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs : 
go | Bethoua fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d, 
Bring with thee ayres from heauen, or blafts fromhell, 
+ | Bethyintents wicked, or chatitable, 
Thou com’ftintuch a quettionable fhape, 
44 | ThatI will {peaketothee; He call thee Hanlet, 
King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mee, 
Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d Bones hearfed in death 
48 | Haueburft their cerements: why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
50 | Hathop’rhis ponderous and marble iawes, 
To calt thee vp againe ¢ what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleat fteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 
35¢ | Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 
So horridly to fhake our difpofition 
+ | Withthonghts beyond the reaches of out foules, 





; Say why isthis, wherefore, what fhould we doeg 

58 | Hora. Icbeckins you to goe away withit 
As if ic fome impartment did deftre 
To you alone.’ 

60 May. Looke with what curteous action 

+ | Jtwaues you to amore remooued ground, 

But doe nor goe with ir, 

62 Hora. No, by rio meanes, 


Ham, It willnot{peake, chen] will followe it. 
Hora. Doe not my Lord. 
4 Ham. Why what fhould be the feare, 
I doe not fer my life at a pinnes fee, 





Beckins, 





Exier Ghsf. ; 

Hor, Looke my Lore it comes. 

Hans, Anyelsant Minflers of Grace defend vis 
Be cheus Spitit of bealth,cr Goblin dsmard, 
bring with ches syres from Heaucn,or bisiis from Heil, 
Be ty cvenss wicned or ciraritzbic, ; 
Thou cenr'ltin fuch a Gguetionabls fhape 
That I will fpecketothce, Ie cali thee /anlee, 
King, Fozner, Royall Dane : Ob,obs,3ufwerme, 

Let me not burtiin Ignorance; Suttell 
Why ihry Canoniz‘d bones Gearfed in death, 
irae burft their cerments, why che Sepelcher 
Whercin we faw thee quietly enuto’d, 
H:th op'd kis pondcrous and Marble iawes, 
Tocalichee vpagsine? What may this mespe? 
hat thou dead Cearfe agzine in compleat Rteele, 
Rewiics thus the clunpfcs of the Moone, 
Making Night hicious? And we fooles of Nature, 
So herridly co finake our diffcftion, 
With thous hts beyond thee; ‘caches of our Sontes, 
Say,veay isthis? wherefore? whecfhould wedoe? 
Chef? chess Lanalet, 
For. It beckons ycy to poe away withir, 
Asific fome impartmnent cid ceGre 
To youalcne. 
Afar, Looke with what courtsous action 
It walks you toa morersmoued ground ; 
Bur doe not coe with it. 
ITer, No,by no meazies. 
Ham. lewall nocipeske: chen will I follow it. 
Her. Doznot ny Lord, 
Ham. Woy, what fliould be the feare ? 
I] doc not fer my life ata pins fre; 








Prince of Denmark 


And for my foule, whar can it doeto that 
Being athing immortal] asit felfes 
Iewaues me forth againe, Ile followeit. 
Bora. Whati€ic tempt you toward the flood my 
Orto the dreadfull fomnet of the cleefe 
That bettles ore his bafe into the fea, 
And there affumefome other horrableforme 
Which might deprive your foueraigntieof reafon, 
And draw you intomadnes, thinke ofit, 
The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without mote motiue, into euery braine 
That lookes fo many fadomsto the fea 
And heares it rore beneath, 
Ham. Tewaues me fill, 
Goe on, Ile followe thee. 
Mar, You fhall not goe my Lord, 
Ham, Hold of your hands, 
Hora, Be rul’d, you fhall not goe. 
Ham. My fate cries our 
And makes each petty arturein this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue 3 
Stillam I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 
By heauen Ile make a ghoftofhim thatlets me, 
I fay away,goc on: Le followe thee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet, 
Hore. He waxes defperate with imagion. 
Mar. Letsfollowe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Bora. Haue after, to whatiflue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke. 
Hora, Heauen will direét it, 
Mar. Nay lets follow him. Exeunt, 


Enter Ghoft, and Hamlet, 
Ham, Wherherwilethou leade me, fpeake,Tle goeno further, 
Ghoft, Marke me. 
Ham, \will. 
Ghof. My houreis almoft come 
When Ito fulphrus and tormenting flames 
Muft render vp my felfe. 
Ham, Alas pooreGhoft. 
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Being a thing immortall as it felfe: 
It waucs me forth againe; le follow it. 
Hor, V7hazifitcempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Ortothe dicadtuil Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
That bectles o’re lrs dale into the Sea, 
And there affumes feme other honible forme, 
Which might cepriuc your S oucraignty of Reafon, 
And draw you into macaetie thinke of it? 4 
Fam. It wafts me fil: goc on, Ile follow thee. 
Mar, You thstinot gee iny Lords 
Ham, Hold cfFycurhand, | 
Hor, Be rel'd,you Hallno: goe. 
Hew. Myfacectiescur, 
And mokes eschpetcy Artire in this body, 
As hardy a3 the Nemian Lions ncrue: | 
Sdilam ical’d? Wnhand me Gentiemen: 
| By Heau’n, tle make a Ghoft efhim that lets me: 
T fay awey,goc on, lic follow thee. 


Exeunt Gheft & Hamlet, | 











And tor my Soule,what,can it doe tothat? 
| 
|! 
} 


. Hor, He wexes dcfperaie with imagination, 
Afar, Lew's follow;’cis not fitchus to obey him. 


Her, Haucafter,to what ifluc will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten 1 the Scate of enmarke, 

Hor, Heaven will dire&t ia 

Mar. Nay,let’s follow him. Livcume, 

Enter Choft and [Terslet. (cher. 

Em: Where wilt thou lcad mic? ‘peak; ile go no fure | 

Gho. Merkewne 

Ham, Iwill, 

Gho, Myhowerisalmoftcome, 
When I to fulphurows and tormenting Flames 
Muft rencer vp my felfe. 

Flam, Alaspoore Ghoft, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ghof, Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearin ig 
To what I fhall vnfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare, 

Ghoft, So are thou to reuenge, when thou fhale hear 

Ham, What? 

Ghoft. 1am thy fathers fpirie, 
Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 
And for the day confind to faftin fires, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away - but that J am forbid 
Torell the fecrets of my prifon houfe, 
I could a tale vnfolde whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like {tars {tart from their {pheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particuler haire to ftand an end, 
Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpentine, 
Buc this erernall blazon muft not be 
To eares of flefh and blood, lift, lift, d lift : 
If chou did’ft ever thy deare facher loue, 

Ham, OGod, 

Ghofl. Reuenge his foule, and moft vnnaturall murther, 

Ham. Murther, 

Ghoft. Murther moft foule, as in the beftitis, 
But this moft foule, ftrange and vanaturall, 

Ham, Haft meto know’t, that I with wings as fwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghoft. 1 find thee apr, 
And duller fhouldft thou be then the fae weede 
That rootes it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 
Would ft chou not furre in this 3 now Hamlet heare, 
Tis giuen our, that fleeping in my Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me, fo the whole eare of Denmarke 
Is by aforged reels of my death 
Ranckely abufde: bucknowe thou noble Youth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my propheticke foule! my Vacle¢ 








Gho, Pitty mie rot, but lend thy {crious hearing 
To what] fhall vnfold. ; 
Bam, Speake, I ain beun:! to heare. 


Gho. Soartthou to revenge wien thou fhalt beare, 


Ham. What? 
Gho. 1 am thy Fathers Spirit, 
Doom’d for acertaine terme to walke the night; 
And fur the day confin’d to faft in Fiers, 
Tiil che foute crimes denc in my dayes of Nature 
Arcburntand pure’d away? Burthaciam forbid 
To tell che fecrets of my Psifon-Houfes 
i coulda Tale vnfold, whofe lightef word 
Would harrow vp thy foute, fresze thy young blood, 


Make thy two cycs like Scarves, {tere from their Spheres, 


Thy knotry and combined locks to pare, 
And each particuiar haire co ftand an end, 
Like Quilles vpou the fretfuil Porpentine : 
Bur this cternall blafen mult nor be 
Tocares of fleth end bloud: lift Samer, oh 1:9, 
If chou disdté ever eby deare Father love, 
Ham. On Heauei! 


Che. Reuenge his foule and moft vanatuzsll Murthe:, ) 


Flam, Murther? 

Ghoft, Merther mof foule,as inthe belt it is ; 
Bur th:sinoft foule, ftrange,and vnnaturall, 

Ham, Hall heft me co know it, 
T hat with wings as fwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of Loue, 
May {weepe to my Reuenge. 

Choff. { finde thee apr, 
And duller fhould’ttchou bethenthe far weede 
Thacrots it {elfe in eafe,on Lethe Wharfe, 
Would’ chou no; ftirre in this. Now Hamlet heare: 
Ik’s giuen out,that fleeping in mine Orchard, 
A Serpent {tung me : fo the whole eare of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged praceffe ofmy desth 
Rankly abus’d : But know thou Noble youth, 
The Serpene that did fting thy Fatherslife, 
Now weares his Crowne. ; 

Ham. G my Propheiicke foule: mine Viele ? 








Prince of Denmarke. 


Ghoft. Tthatinceftuous, that adulrerate beaft, 
Withwitcheraft of his wits, with trayterous gifts, 
O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So 10 feduce} wonneto his fhamefull luft 
Thewill of my moft feeming vertuous Queene; 
O Hamlet,whar falling off was there 
From me whofe loue was of that dignitie: 

Thar it went hand in hand, euen with the vowe 
J madeto her in marriage, and to decline 
Vppona wretch whofe natural gifts were poore, 
Tothofe of mine 3 but vertue asit neuer will bemooued, 
Though lewdneflecourt it in a fhape of heauen 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

Will forr it felfe ina celeftiall bed 

And pray on garbage. 

Bat fe, me thinkes I fentthe morning ayre, 
Briefe let mebe 3 fleeping within my Orchard, 
My cuftomealwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre, thy Vnele flole 
With iuyceofcurfed Hebonain a viall, 
And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leaprous diftilment, whofe effeét 
Holds {uch an enmitie with blood of man, 
That (wift as quickfiluer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth pofleffe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke, 
The thin and wholfome blood 5 fo did it mine, 
And a moft inftant terter barcke about 
Moft Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was ] fleeping by a brothers hand, 

Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht, 
Cut off even in the bloflomes of my finne, 
Vnhuzled, difappointed, vnanueld, 

oreckning made, but fent to my account 
Withall my imperfe€tons on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible, moft horrible. 


If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, 
| D3 
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Ghoff. Uthat inesliions, that adulrerace Bealt 
Wich witchcraft of fis wits, hach Traitoraus guifts, 
Oh wicked Wic,2nd Giits,chat have the power 
Soto feduce? VWonrote this fhamefnll Lui 
Tie will of my molt feciming vertuous Queene: 
| Ov Gar tet what a faliing of wee there, 
From me, whofe lone ras of tiac dicuicy, 
Thatit wen hand in hand, cucn wishihe Yow 
Imedeto ites in Nasnage; and to decline 
Vpona weeiels, whole Naturall gitts were pocse 
| Tothofe of mine. But Vertue,as it neuer wil be moued, 
Though Lewdnefic court itin a fhipe of Heaven: 
So Luft, though co a radians Angell link’d, . 
Will fate ic felfe ina Celeftislibed,& prey on Gasbage. 
Oo But 
But fofr,me chiokes! fent the Mornings Ayte; 
Biiefelecme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My cuftome alwayes jn the afternoone; 
¥ pon my fecure hower chy Wncle ftole 
With iuyee ofcurfed Hebenanina Violl, 
Andin the Porches of mine eares ded poure 
The leaperou; Diftil.mem; whofe effet 
Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 
That fwwifc a8 Q nckefluer it courfes through 
The nacurail Gsacesand Alles of the Body ; 
And withafoda:nevizouritdoth pofier 
Andcurd, hhe Avercereppings ino Milke, 
Theea and whulleneblood: foddit mine; 
And amoft inflan: Teeter bak'd abour, 
MoM Lazar-like, with vile an! loachfome cruft, 
All my fmooth Bary. 
Thes was 1, flespiny, by a Brothers hand, 
Of Life,of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatcht - 
Cur off ettenin che Rinflomecs of ny Sinne, 
Vuhouzzled, difappoince.}, vonanelid, . 
No reckon madc, bu: tra: to my account 
With all ing imperfections on my head; 
Oh kare. ble Oly bornble, mot horrible: 
Hf shaw laff nacure inthec beare nor: 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Letnotthe royal! bed of Denmarkebe ; 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this at, 

Tain’t not thy minde, nor lee thy foule contrive 
Again{t thy mother ought, leaue her te heauens 
And to chofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fting her, fare thee well atonce, 


_ The Gloworme fhewes the matine to beneere 


And gines to pale his vneffeétuall fire, 
Adiew, adiew,adiew, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauen, 6 earth, what els, 
And fhall Icoupple hell; 6 fie, hold, hold my hart, 
And you my finnowes, growe not inftant old, 
But beare me fwiftly vp; remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghoft whiles memory holds a feate 
In this diftraéted globe, remember thee, 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

Te wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

All fawes of bookes, all formes, all preflures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 
And thy commandement all alone fhall liue, 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vamixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, {miling damned villaine, 
My tables, meet itis I ferit downe 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be avillaine, 
At leaft] am fure it may be fo in Denmarke. 

So Vocle, there you are, now to my word, 

Itis adew ,adew, remember me. 

Thaue {worn’t, 


Enter Horatia, and Marcellus, 
Hora, MyLord, my Lord, 
Mar. Lord Hamlet. 
Hora. Heauens fecure him, 
Ham, So be it. 
Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord, 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, bey.come, and come, 








Let nozthe Reyall B:dof Denmarke be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft, 

But howfeescr thou pzrfucft this Ad, 

Taine not chy mind 5 nog lec thy Soule contriue 
Agaimit chy Mother oughr; leaue lier to heauen , 
And tothofe Thornes that ia her bofome loage, 
Toprickeand fling her, Fare chee well a: once; 
The Glow-worme fhewes the Martine to bencere, 
And gins to pale his vecfedtuall Fire: 

Adue,adne, Hanrlet: cemzmber mes. Exit. 


Han Ot all you hoft of Heauen! Oh Earth whaeels? 


And fhail lecup!e Heil? Ob fies held my heart; 
And you tny finnewes grow nocinftane Old; 
But beare me ftittely vp: Reiasember thee? 
1, thou pocre Gholt , white memory holds 2 feate 
In this d.ftraéted Globe: Remember thee ? 
Yea,trom the Table of my Memory, 
He wipe away all triuiall fond Records, 
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft, 
Tha: youth and obferuarion coppicd there; 
Andthy Commandment all alone fhall line 
Within the Bouke 2nd Volume of my Braine, 
Vomixt with bafer matter; yes, yes, by Heauen : 
Oh moft pernicious wom2n! 
Oh Villaine, Villaine, fmil:ng damned Villaine ! 
My Tables,ny Tables; meet itis { fecitdowne, 
That one may finile and fmile and be a Villaines 
At Jeaft I'm fure ic may be fo in Denmarke ; 
So Vnckle there you are: now to my word; 
Iris; Adue,Adue, Remember mz: I haue fworn't. 

Hor. & Mar within. My Lord,my Lord, 

Exter Horais and Afarcelins. 

Star, lord Fam’er. 

Ifor, Veauen fecurc him, 

Mar. Sobeit. 

Tfor. lo, ho,bo, my Lord. 

Ham, Hilic, ho,ho,boys come bird,come. 
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Prince of Lenmar... 
Mar. How?’ my noble Lord ? 
Hora, What newes my Lord? 
Han, O, wonderfull. 
Hors. Good my Lord tellir. 
Ham, No, you will reveale ic, 
Hora. Not I my Lord by heauen. 
Mar. Nor Imy Lord. 
Ham. How fay you then, would hart of man once thinke it, 
Buryou'le befecret. 
Booth. 1 by heauien. 
Ham, There’s never a villaine, 
Dwelling in ali Denmarke 
But hee’s an arrantknaue. 
Hora, There needesno Ghoft my Lord, come from the graue 
To tell vs this. 
Ham, Why right, you arein the right, 
And fo without more circumflance at all 
I hold it fic that we fhake hands and part, 
You, as your bufines and defire fhall poynt you, 
For eueryman hath bufines and defire 
Suchas itis, and for my owne poore part 
Iwill goe ik 
Hora, The care but wildeand whuiling words my Lord. 
Ham, [am forry they offend you hartily, 
Yes faith hartily. 
Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 
Ham. Yes by Saint Parrick but there is Horatioy 
And much offence to, rouching this vifion heres 
Ic is an honeft Ghoft that Jet metellyou, 
For your defire to knowe what is betweene vs 
Oremaftrer as you may, and now good friends, 
As you are friends, (chollers, and fouldiers, 
Giue me one poorerequeft. 
Hora. Whati’ft my Lord, wewill. 
Ham, Neuet makeknowne what youhaue {ene tonight, 
Boab. My Lord wewill not. 
Han, Nay but fwear'r. 
Hore. Infaithmy Lord norT. 
Mar, Nor] my Lord in faith. 
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Hor, Not 1, my Lord, by Heauen. w, 


Oe 


Mar. How sft’: my Noble Lord? 
Hor, Whatnewes, my Lord? 
Fiam. Onvionderfull! 

}Ter. Good my Lerd tell it. 
Ham. No youlreucalere. 


Mar. Nort, myLord. (think int} 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of manonce | 
But you'l be fecret? 

Both. 1, by Heau’n, my Lord. 

Ham. Vhere’s nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmazke 
But bee's an arrapt knaue. 


Hor, There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the 
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Graue,to tell vs this. 
Ham, Why right,you arei’ch’ right; 
Ana fo, without more circumftance at all, 
Thole it fitthat we thake hands,and pare: 
You,as your bu fines and defires thell point you: 
For euery man ha’s bufineffe and defire, 
Such asicis: and for mine owne poore part, 
Looke you, Ile goe pray. 1 
Hor, Thefe are bur wild and burling words,my Lord, 
Ham. Vn forty they offend you heartily ; 
Yes faith heartily. 

Hor, There's no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patricke bur there ismy Lord, 
And wnuch offence too, touching this Vifion hiecre : 
Itisanhoneli Ghoft, chat let me tel] you : 

For your defire co kuow what is beteweene vs, 
O remofter’'t as you may. And now good friends, 
As you are Fiiceds,Sch- ers and Soldiers, 
Give me one poore reqvelt, 
Hor, Wiatis'tmy Lord? we will. : 
Ham Neuer make known what you haue feen to night, | 

Doth. My Lord. we will not, 

Ham Noy, but fwear’t. 

For, \nfaithmy Lord, not I. 

Mfar. Nori my Lord: in faith. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Ham. Vppon my fword, 
Mar, We haue fworne my Lord already. 
Ham. Indecde vppon my {word, indeed. 


Gholt cries vnder the Stage. 

Chop. Sweare, 

Ham, Ha, ha, boy, fay’ thou fo, art thou there trupenny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellowein the Sellerige, 
Confent to fweare. 

Hwa. Propofethe oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuerto fpeake of this thatyou haue feene 
Sweareby my fword. 

Ghof, Sweare. 

Ham. Hit, @ vbique, then weele fhift our ground : 
Comchether Gentlemen 
Andlay om hands againe vpon my {word, 

Sweare by my {word 
Neuer to {peake of this that you haue heard, 

Ghoft. Sweare by his {word, 

Han, Wellfayd olde Mole,can'ft workeit’h carth fo faft, 
A worthy Pioner, oncemore remooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but chis 1s wondrous {trange, 

Han. And therefore as a ftranger giueit welcome, 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then aredream’t of in your philofophie, butcome. 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpeyoumercy, 
(How ftrange or odde fo mere I beare my felfe, 
As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet, 
To put an Anticke difpofition on 
"That you at fuch times (eeing me, neuer fhall 
With armes incomhred thus, or this head fhake, 
Or by pronouncing offome doubrfiull phrafe, 
As well, well, we knowe, or we could andif we would, 
Or it we liftco fpeake, orthere be and ifthey might, 
Orfuch ambiguous giuing out, ro = 
That you knowe onghr of me, this doe fweare, 
So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpeyou. 
Ghoft. Sweare. 
Ham. Relt,reft, perturbed fpirit : Gentlemen, 
Withall my loue I doe commend meto you 








| Ham. Vpon my (word. 
Afvreell. \We haue fworne my Lord already. 
Jlam. Indeed, pon my (word Indeed. 
Gho. Sv.eare, Ghoff cries vader the Stage. 
Hum. Ahhaboy, faye chou fo. Art thou there tre 
psuny ? Comme one you here this fellow in the fellereds 
Corfenz ro fweare. ; 
Hor. Propeve the Outh my Lord. 
Hum. Neucreotpeake of tus chatyou hate feen 
Scare by my (word, 
Gko, Sweare. 
Ham. Hac & vbique? Then wee'l thift for grownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 
And lay your handy zga:ne vpon my fword, 
Neuer co fp rake of this that you haue heard: 
Sweare by iny Sword, 
Che Scare. ‘a 
Flam, Wel'taido!d Mole,can’'t workei'th’ gro 
A worthy Pioner once more remoue good friends. 
Hor, Ob day and aight, but this is wondrous {tran 
Ham, Aodcherefore as a Aranger giue it welcome 
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatie, 
Then are dream't of in our Philofophy. But come, 
Here as before, meuer fo helpe you mercy, 
How ftrange or odde fo ere I beace my felfe; 
(As I perchance hcereafter fhall thinke meet 
To putan Aaticke difpofition on :) 
That you ar fuch time feeing me, neuer fhall 
Wich Armes encombred thus, or thus, head fhake; 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubrfull Phrafe; 
As well,we know,or we could and if we would, 
Or if we litt to fpeake 5 or there be and if there mi 
Or {uch ambiguous giuing outto note, 













a 
That vou know ought of me thisnotto dot: - g 
So grace and mercy at your. moftneede helpe you: 
Sweare. ; ee 

Giof, Sweare. 


Hem. Ref, reft perturbed Spirit: fo Gensiemen, 
With ail my loue [ doe commend mic to you; 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
And what fo poorea man as Hanser is, ; 185 
May doe ’expre({e his lone and frending to yon 
God willing thallnot lack, let vs goe in togethet, 


And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray, 188 
The timeis out ofioynt, 6 curfed fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet itright. 
Nay come, lets goetogether. Exes. igh 
Enter olA Polonius, with his man or twos Ti. 
Pol. Giue him this moacy, and thefe notes Reynaldas 
Rey. Iwill my Lord, 
Pol, You thall doc meruiles wifely good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire at 
Of his behauiour. 
Rey. My Lord, I didintend.it. 
Pol, Mary wellfaid, very well faid; looke you fir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskersare in Parris, x 


And how, and who, what meanes, and where they kcepe, 
‘What companie, at what expence, and finding 
By this encompafment, and drift of queftion ” 
That they doe know my fonne, come you more neerer 
Then your perticuler demaunds will tuch it, 
Take youas t'were fome diftant knowledge of him, 
Asthus, J know his father, and his friends, 4t 
Andin part him, doe you marke this Reynaldo? 
Rgy. I, very well my Lord. 
Pol, Andin part him, but you may fay, not well, 
Buty’ftbe he I meane, hee’s very wilde, 
Adiéted fo and fo, and there pet on him 
Whiat forgeries you pleafe, marry none fo ranck #0 
As may dithonour him, take heede of that, 
But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips, 
Asare companions noted and moft knowne 
Toyooth and libertic, 
Rey. As gaming my Lord. , 24 
Pel. I.or drinking, fencing, fwearing, 
Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goefo far. 
Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him, 
Pet. Faythas you may feafon itin Cy charge, eet 28 
ou 
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Wish ail my loue I doe commend me to you; ay, 
And whacfo poorea mar 45 Hanz’2¢ is, — 
May doc vexprefft his lous and friending 79 yous” 
God willing Mrallaotlacke: ferveqoe mrogethery 
And til your fingers on yourlippes t prays” i 
Theemeis out of woyne: Oh carked fpight, 

That eucr | was borneto fez invight, 

Nay,comelev’s goctogerher, © + Exenkt. 
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Altus Secundus. 
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Enter Foloniz:s and Repuctaas 
Tola2, Gius tim his money,and chefs sores Reyxeldo. 
* Repsol. lw:li my Lord. , 
Polo. You thail.doc maruels wifely: good Rejrel4o, 
Before yoa vifize hira you make ihgziry 
Of bis behaviour. ae. 
Reni. My Lord, I did incend it. 
Tofex, Marty, well fic; 
Very welllaid, Locke you Sir, 
Engvie me fis whet Dansiers are in Paris; 
And how,and who:what meanzs;2id winere they Keepe: 
Wohac company,ac what cxpence: end finding 
By this cncompoficinent and drirt of aucftion, 
That they doe know my foure: Come you morenecres 
Thea your particuls: denands wili touchir, 
Take youas ‘tere lome diftant knowledge of him, 
And thus | know his father and his friends, 
And in part him, Doe you marke this Reyroldo?. 
Reyecl, J, very well my Lord. 
Pelon, And in part kim,tut you may fay not well; 
Bur if cbe hee I means, hees very wilde; 
Ad:tided fo ond fo; and there put on him 
Wha: forgeries youpicafe: marry, none foranke, 
As imoy difhcrour him; take heed of thar ; 
But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, enJ viuall flips, 
As are Compazions noted and molt knowns 
To youthand liberty. 
PReyzel. As gaming my Lerd. 
Polos. 1, or crinking, fencing fwearing, 
Quarciling drabbiog. You may goe fo tarre. 
Reynol. My Lord that would dfhoncur him. 
_ Polom. Faith no, as you may feafon icin the charge; : 
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You mufi not pur another feandell on him, 
That heis open to incontinencie, 
That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults (0 quently 
That chey may feeme the taints of libertie, 
The flath and out-breake of a fierie mind, 
A fauagenesin vnreclamed blood, 
Of general affaule. 
Rey. But my good Lord. 
Pot, Wherefore thould you doe this? 
Rey. Imy Lord, I would know that. 
Pol, Matry fir, heet’s my drift, 
And Lbelieuc itis a fetch of wit, 
You laying thefe light allies on my fonne 
Ast*werea thing alittle foyld with working, 
Marke you, your partiein comuerfe, him you would found 
Haning euer feencin the prenominat crimes 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be affur'd 
He dotes with youin this confequence, 
Good fir, (or (,) or friend, or gentleman, 
According to the phrafe, or the addiftion 
Of man and country. 
Rey. Very good my Lord, 
Pol, And then fir doosa this, a doos, what was I about to fay? 
By the maffe I was about to fay fomething, 
Where did Ieaue ? 
Rey. At clofesin the confequence, 
Pot, Atclofesin the confequence, I marry, 
He clofes thus, [know the gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday, or th’other day, 
Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and asyou fay, 
There was a gaming there, or tookein’s rowfe, 
There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
J faw him enter fuch a honfe of fale, 
Videlizet, a brothell, or fo foorth, feeyou now, 
Your bait of falfhood take this carpe of truth, 
And thus doe we of wifedome, and of reach, 
With windleffes, and with aflaies of bias, 
By indireétions find direétions out, 
So by my former lecture and aduife eek 








You mu@ nor put another fexndsllou him, 
That heeis open tolIacominencic; 
That's not my meaning: but breach nis faulss fo quaintly , 
That they may fceme the taints of liberty; 
The flath and out-breake of a fiery minde, 
A fauagenes i in vnreclaim’d bloud of generall affaule, 

Reznol, Bet my goodLord. 

Polon. Wherefore thould you doe this? 

, Reznol. I my Lord, t would know that 

Pelen. Marry Sir, here's smy drift, 
And Ibelictic iz 1s. a ferch of warrant: 
Youlsying thef flight filleyes on my Sonne, | 
As "wwereathing alittle foi’dith’working: (found, ; 
Marke you your party in conusrfe; him you would 
Hauing ever fcene. Inthe prenominate crimes, 


The youth you breath of guilty, be aflurd” ; 
=f 
] 
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He ciofes with you in thiscouleqaences © Tene 
Good fir,or fo, or friend, or Gentleman. +" 
Accorthag to thePhrate ted ehe nasi hate 
Ofrcan and Country.: | * +”. 
: Reyaol.. Very good my Lord.. 

Poloz. AndehenSit doeshechis? - « ke 
He does: what was Laboutto fay?’ 7 
I was abour cg fay fomthing : where did Tleave? 

Reyaol, Arcloies inthe confequence : ae 
Ac friend, or fo,and Genslemac, 

"Pekan. Atclofesin the confequence, I marry, 

He clofes with youthus. I know the Genticman, 
I faw him yellerd-ysor cother day; 
Oc thea or then, wath fuch and facksand as you Gy, 
There washe paming, thereo'rc iol in’s Roufe, 
Ehere falling our at Tennis5 orpcichance, - ; 
| faw him enter fuch a houfe of f{ailes 
Vistelieet,a Brovhell, or fo forth. Sec. you now; 
Your bait of falfhocd,rakes this Cape of truth; 
And thus doe we of wiledome and of reach 
With windleffes and with aflaies of Bias, 
By indiredticss Gade diseétions out: 
So by ny former Lecture and aduice 





Prince of Denmarke. 

Shall you my fonnes you haue me, haue you not? 

Rey. My Lord, I haue, 

Pol, God buy ye, far ye well, 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Pol, Ob(erue hisinclination in your felfe, 

Rey. I thall my Lord. 

Pol, And lethim ply his mufique. 

Rg. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 


Enter Ophelia. 
Pol, Farewell. How now Opbeda, whats the matter ? 
Oph. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue beene fo affrighted, 
Pol, Wich what i'th name of God 2 
Ophe. My Lord, as 1 wasfowing in my cloffet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all yobrac'd, 
No hat vpon hishead, his Rockins fouled, 
Vogartred, and downe gyued to hisancle, 
Pale ashis fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 
And with alooke fo pittious in purport 
As ifhe had been loofed ont of hell 
To fpeake of horrors, be comes before me. 
Pel, Mad forthy loue? 
Oph. My lord I doe not know, 
But truly I doe feare ie. 
Pol, What faid he 2 
Oph. He tooke me by the wrift, and held mehard, 
Then goes he tothe length ofall his acme, 
And with his other hand thus ore his brow, 
He falls co fch perufall of my face 
Asa would draw it, long ftayd he fo, 
At laft, alittle fhaking of mine arme, 
And thrice his head thus waning vp and downe, 
He raifd a figh (0 pittious and profound 
Asit did feeme to hatter all his bulke, 
And end his beeing 5 that done, he lets me goe, 
Aad with his head over his fhoulder turn’ 
Hee feem’d to find his way without his eyes, 
For out adoores he went without theyr helps, 
And to thelaft bended their light on me. 


E2 Pel 











— 
— 
om. 


68 


% 


ge 


44 


2é 





I I OOO TE ,  ————— ee 


Shall you my Sonnesyou haue me,haus younore 
Reyael- My Lord I hane, 
Poloa, God buy you;taroyon well, ° 
Reynal, Goodey Lord. ~ 
Pelon. Obferue tus inctination in your felfe. 
Reynel, i fhallmy Lord, 
Polos. Andiechim plye his Muficke. 
Reynol. Well, my Lord. Exit. 


Enter Cpbelia. 
Polon. Fareweil: 
How now Ophelia, what's the matre?? 
Opbe. Alas my Lord,I haue beene fo afirichted. 
Polon, With whar,inthe name of Heauen ? 
Ophe. My Lord, as 1 was fowing in my Chansket, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all ynbrac'd, 
No hat vpon his head, his ftockings foul’d, 
Vogarered, and downe giued tohis Anckle, - 
Pale as his fLirt,his knees knocking each other, 
Apd with 2 Tooke fo pitious in purporr, 
As if he had been loofed out of hell, 
To fpeake ofhorrors : he comes before me. 
Polow, Mad for thy Loue? 
Ophe. My Lord,I doe not know: but truly I do feare it. 
Folon. What faid he? 
Oph:, He tooke me by the wrift,and held me hard ; 
Thea goes he co the length of all his are; 
And with his other hand thus o’re his brow, - 
He falsto fuchperufall of my face, _ 
Ashe would draw it. Long thaid he fo, 
Actlaft,a little (haking of mine Arme: 
And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downey 
He rais’' a figh,fo pittious and profound, 


; Thatit did feeme co fhatter all his bulke, 


Andend his being, That done, he lets me got, 
And with his head ouer his fhoulders tutn'd, 
He feem’dto fiade his way without his eyes, 


| For cut adores he went without their helpe; 


And cothe latt, bended their light on me. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Pol. Come, goe with mee, I will goe feeke the King, 
Thisis the very extacie ofloue, 
‘Whole violent propertie fordoos it felfe, 
And leades the will to defperat vndertakings 
Asoftas any pafsions vnder heauen 
‘That dooes affli& our natures: 1 am forry, 
Whar, have you ginen him any hard words of late? 

Oph. No my good Lord, butas you did commaund 
I did repell his lecters, and denied 
His acceffe to me. 

Pol, That hath made him mad, 
I am forry, that with better heedeandiudgement 
Thad not coted him, 1 fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wrack thee, but befhrow my Ieloufies 
By heanen itis as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our felues in our opinions, 
As itis cotavon for the younger fort 
To lack difcretion ; come, goe we to the King, 
Thismuft be knowne, which beeing kept clofe, might moug 
More priefe to hide, then hate to ytter loue, 
Come. Exeunt, 


Florifes Enter King and Queene, Rofentraus aud 
GayldenSlerne. 

King. Welcome deere Refencraus, and Guyldensterne, 
Moreouer, that we much did Jong to fee you, 
Theneed we haueto vfe you did provoke 
Ourhaftic fending, fomething haue you heard | 
OF Hamlets transformation, fo call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the mward man 

Refermbles that it was, whatit fhould be, 

More then his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So moch from th’underftanding of himfelfe 

I cannot dreame of: I entreare youboth 

‘That beeing of fo Joule teres brought vp with him, 
And fith fo nabored to his youth and hauior, 

That you voutfafe your ref heere in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies 

To draw him on to pleafares,and to gather 








| Polen, Goewithme, I will goe feeke the King, 
This isthe very extafie of Loue, 
— Whole violent property foredoes it felfe, 


And leads the will to defperace Vndertakings, - ‘ 
As ofc as any paflion ynder Heauen, 
That does aff: our Nature’. I am forrie, 
' What haue you given hicxany hard words of late ? 
| Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Leiters,and deny'de : 
Hisaccefletome. - 
| Pol. Thachathmadehimmad. - 
[ am forrie chat with better fpeed and iudgement 
I had not quotedhim. Lfearehe did but trifle, 
And meant to wracke thee : but befhrew my iealoufie : 
It feemesit sas proper to our Age, 
Toc: beyond our (elues in our Opinions, 
Asitis common for the yong er fort 
Tolacke ciicretion. Come,go wetothe King, 
This muft be knowne, W being kept clofemight moue 
More preeferohide,chenhatetovererloue.  Exewat. 
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&. ter King Queene Rofincrane,and Guilden- 
terme Cumalys.: 
King, Welcome deere Rofiscrance and Gurldenferne. 

Moreoner, thac wemuch did long to fee you, 
The neede we haue to vfe you,did proucke 
Our haftis fending. Something haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformaticn : fo! calla, 
Since not th’excerior, nox the inward man 
Reiembles chat itwas. Whatit thauld bee 
Mocreshen his Fathers deazh, that thus harh put him 
So rauch from ti’vadeftanding of hunfelte, 
Icannot dezme of, Lintreat you both, 
That being of fo young dayex brought vp with him: 

ad tince fo Neighbour'd to his youth,and humour, 
That you vouchlafe your reft heere in ous Coure 
Someittle time: fo by your Companies 
To draw him en toe pleafures,and to gather 








Prince of Denmarke. 


So much as from oceafion you may gleane, 
‘Whether ought to vs vnknowne afffiéts him thus, 
‘That opend lyes within our remedie. 
wee, Good gentlemen, he hath mach talkt of you, 
And fare I am, two men thereis not liuin 
To whomhe more adheres, if it will pleafe you 
To fhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 
Asto expend your time with vs awhile, 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 
Your vifitation hall receiuefuch thanks 
As fits a Kings remembrance, 
Rof: Both your Maicfties 
Might by the foucraigne power you haue of vs, 
Put your dread pleafures more into commaund 
Then to entreatic. 
Guyl, But we bothobey. 
And heete giue vp our felues in the full bent, 
To lay our feruice freely at your feete 
Tobe commaunded, 
| King. Thanks Rofencrans,and gentle GayldenGerne, 
Quee. Thanks Gayldeniterne, and gentle Rosencraite 
And] befecch you inftantly to vifite 
My too much changed fonne, goefome of you 
And bring thefe gentlemen where Hamlet is, 
Guyl. Heauens make our prefence and our practices 
Pleafant and helpfull co him, 
wee. 1 Amen. Exeunt Ref, and Guyld. 
ze Enter Polomius, ws 2 
Pol, Th’embaffadors from Norway my good Lord, 
Areioyfully returnd, 
Keng, Thou ftill haft been the father of good newes. 
Pol. Hauel my Lord ?] affare my good Liege 
Thold my dutieasI hold my foule, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 
And I doethinke, or els chis braine of mine 
Hanes not the trayle of policie fo fure 
Asit hath vfd to doe, that ] haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacics 
King. O fpeake of thae, that oer long to heare, 
3 
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So much as from Occafions you may gleane, 
That open’d hes within our semedie. 

Qx, Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk’d of you, 
And ture Lam, two menthere are not huing, 
To whomhe more adheres. Uf it will pleafe you 
To thew vs fo much Geatrie,and good will, 
As ctoexpend your tims with vs a-while, 

For the {upply and prosit of our Hope, 
Your Vidsation fhallicceme fuch thankes 
} Asfitea Xtces rememDrance. 

Rein, Boch your Maiefhics 
Mighic by the Soueraiyne power you haue of vs, 
Pui your dread pleafures, more into Command 
Thea so Enireatie. 

Gud, Vie Lath ebey, 

And sere grat vj cur telies, ia the full bene, 
4 





j Foley our Sciucces hesly at your feete, 
To se cornices cles, 
Fiiz, Viicukes &e‘ineravce and gentle Guildenfterne. 
ae. Thane: Calder: ferne and gentle Rofincrauce. 
Ant belecals ye i ibinily to wifie 
My voonmen chanced Senne. 
CGofome cfye, 
And brag rheGentlszicn where Hamletis, 
Gul. eaugosenake our prefence and our practifes 
Plesfent arid helpfull to him. Exit. 
Queene. Amen, | : 
4 Enter Polonina, 


Pel, TWAmbaffadors from Notwey,'my good Lord, 
Are ioyfully recurn’d. ) 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








|. 
| Kong. Thou fill haft bin the Father of good Newes. 
Pol. Haucl,my Lord? Affure you,my good Liege, 
hold my dutie,as I hold my Soule, | 
Bothso my God,oncto my gracious King: 
And I dotkinke, orelfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policic,fo fure 
As Ihauevs'dtodo: chat] have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie. | 
K ing. Oh {peake of that,thac I dolong to heare. 
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i be £ rageate of camiet 
Pol. Give firft admittance to ch’ernbaffadors, 
My newes thall be the fruite to that great feaft, 
King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in, 
He ay me my deere Gertrardhe hath found 
The head and (ource ofall your fonnes diftemper. 
Quee, I doubtit is no other but the maine 
His fathers death, and our haftie marriage 


Enter Embaffadors, 

King. Well, we thall fifthim, welcome my good friends, 
Say Voltemand, what from our brother Norway ? 

Vol. Molt faire rerurne of greetings and defires3 
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fuppreffe 
His Nephewsleuies, which to him appeard 
To bea preparation gainft the Pollacke, 
But better looke into, he truly found 
Te was againft your highnes, whereat greeu’d 
‘That fo his ficknes, age, andimpotence 
Wis falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrafe, which he in breefe obeyes, 
Receiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 
Makes vow before his Vicle neuer more 
To give th’aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie: 
Whereon old Norway ouercome withioy, 
Giues him threefcore thoufand crownesin anuall fee. 
And his commifsion to imploy thofe fouldiers 
So leuied (as before) again{t the Pol/acke, 
‘With an eptreatie heerein further fhorie, 
That it might pleafe you to giue quiet paffe 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fach regards of fafety and allowance 
AAs thercin are fet downe. 

King, Irhkes vs well, 
And at our more confidered time, wee'le read, 
Anfwer, and thinke vpon this bufiness 
Meane time, we thanke you for your well tooke labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night weele fealt togerher; 
Moft welcome home. Excunt Embaffadors, 

Pol, This bufines is well ended, 





My 





Pol. Giue firft admittance to th’Ambafladors, 
My Newes hall be the Newes to that great Feaft. 
King. Thy felfe do grace tathem,and bring them in, 
He cels memy fweet Q:eene, that hehath found 
The head and fourfe of ali your Sonnes diftemper, 
2u. I doubtit is no other, but che maine, 
His Fathers death,and our o’re-hafty Marriage. 
Enter Polowins,Uoltumand, ard Cornel:ns. 
King. Well,we thall fift him. Welcome good Frends: 
Say Voltumand, what from our Brother Norwev ? 
Volt. Molt faire recurne of Greetings,and Defires. 
Vpon cur firft, he fent out co fuppreffe 
His Nephewes Leuies,which ro him appear'd 
To bea preparation ’gainft the Poleak ; 
Bur better look’d intu,he truly found 
Ic was againft your Higknefle, whereat greeued,! 
That fo his Sicknefle, Age,and Impotence 
Was falfely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts 
On I ortinbras, which he (in breefe) obeyes, 
Receives rebuke from Norwey: and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Vnhle neuer more 
To give ch’aflay of Armes againtt your Maieftie. 
Whereonold Norwey, overcome with ioy, 
Gives him three thoufand Crownes in Anuusll Fee, 
Aud his Commiflion to imploy thofe Soldiers 
So leuied as before, againit the Poleak : 
Wirth an increaty hecrein fartier fhewne, 
That it nught pleafe you to giue quiet pafle 
Through your Don inions,for his Enterprize, 
On fach regards of fafery and allowance, 
As there:n are fet downe. 
King. Iclikes vs well: 
And at our more confider’d time wee'l read, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon thi: Bufinefle. 
teane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Lab 
Goto your reft, atnight wee'l Feaft cogether. 
Moft welcome home, Exit Amba]. 
Pol. This bufineffe is very well ended. 








Prince of Denmarke. 


My Liege and Maddam, to expoftulate 

What maieltie fhould be, what daticis, 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 

Were nothing but co waft night, day, and time, 

Therefore breuitic isthe foule of wit, 

And tedioufines the lymmes and outward florithes, 

Iwillbe briefe, your noble fonneis mad : 

Mad call Lit, for to define true madnes, 

‘What ift but ro benothing elsbut mad, 

Butlee thar goe. 

Quee, More matter with leffe art, 
Pol. Maddam, | fweare I vfe no art at all, 

That hee’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty, 

And pitty tis tis true, a foolith figure, 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remaines 

That we find out the caufe of this effe&, 

Or rather fay, the caufe of this defect, 

For this effeét defetiue comes by caufe : 

‘Thus ie remaines, and che remainder thus 

Perpend, 

Thauve a daughter, haue while fheis mine, 

Who in her dutie and obedience, marke, 

Hath giucn me this, now gather and farmife, 

To the CeleStiall and my foules Idoll, the molt bean- 
tified Ophelia, that’s an ill pbrafe, a vile pbrafe, 
eantified is a vile phrafe, but you foal heave: this in 
her excellent white bofome,thefe GCe 
ee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 
Pol, Good Maddam ftay awhile, I will be faithful, 

Doube thon the flarres are fire, Letter, 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mone, 

Doubs trath to be aber, 

But neuer doubt I lone. 

O deere Ophelia, 1amillat thefe numbers , I haue not art to recken 
my grones, but that I louc thee beft, 6 moft beft belieue it, adew. 
Thine evermore moft deere Lady, whilft this machine is to him. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daaghter fhowne me, (Hamlet. 

And more about hath his folicitings 


[ Sees Panam Some a fed Se eEoS = pena 
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My Licge,and Madam, to expoftulate 
— What Maieftic fhoutd be, what Dutieis, 
Why day is day snight.nighs; and cimeistime, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day and Time, 
Thercfore,fince Brevicieis the Soule of Wit, 
Aud tedioufneffe, the Jin, bes and outward flourifhes, 
J will bebreefe. Your Noble Sonite is mad : 
Mad call J ics for to define true Madnefle, 
What is’t, but tobe nothing elfe but made 
Bur let that go. 
Qs, More matter, with leffe Art. 
Pol, Madam] fweare I vfeno Artatall : 
That he is mad, tis true: "Tis true’tis pittie, 
And pittie itiserue : A foolith figure, 
But farewell it : for I will wfeno Art. 
Mad Iecvs grant himthen: and nowremaines 
That we finde our the caufe of this effect, 
Orracher fay, the caufe of this defect; 
For this cffe& defectiue, comes by caufe, 
Thus ir reavaines,and the remainder thus. Perpend, 
I havea daughter shaue,whii'ft the is mine, 
Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke, 
Hath given me this: now gather,and furmi(e. 
The Letter. 
Tothe (elefiall,and my Soules ldall, the moft beastified O- 
belia. 
That's anil! Phrafe,a vilde Phrafe,. beautified isa vilde 
Phrafe: but you fhall hearse thefe inher excellence white 
bofome, thefe, 
Qu, Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Pol. Good Madam Gay awhile, I will be faichfull. 
Dosh: shou, the Searres are fire, 
Dowsbt, that the Suane doth mene: 
Deuse Truth to be a Lier, 
But sexer Doubt , J lowe. 
O deeve Ophelia, £ amillat thefe Nurabers: I have not Art to 
reckou my groncs; bat that L lone thee beft, ob moft Bef be- 
eeweit. «ddien. 
Thine exer move mofi deere Lady whilft this 
(Machine is tobin, Harmler. 
This in Obedience hath my daughter fhew'd me: 
And more aboue hati: his foliciting, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place, 
All giuen to mine eare. 
King. But how hath the receiu’d his loue? 
Pol, What doe you thinke of me? 
King. Asof aman faithfull and honorable. 
Pol, Iwould faine proue fo, but what mightyou thinke 
When I had feene this hote loue on the wing, 
As] percein’die (I muff tell you that) 
Before my daughter told me, what might you, 
Or my deere Maieftie your Queene heere thinke, 
If Thad playd the Deske, or Table booke, 
Or giuen my hart a working mute and dombe, 
Or lookt vppon this loue with idle fight, 
What might you thinke? no, I went round to worke, 
And my young Miftris thus] did befpeake, 
Lord Ham/et is a Prince out of thy ftar, 
This muft not be : and then I prefcripts gaue her 
That the fhould locke her felfe from her refore, 
Admitno meflengers, receiue no tokens, 
Which done, the tooke the fruites of my aduifes 
And he repell’d, a fhort tale to make, 
Fell intoa fadnes, then into a faft, 
Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes, 
Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 
Into the madnes wherein now heraues, 
And all we mourne for. 

King, Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee, Iemay bevery like. 

Pot Hath there been fuch a time, I would faine know that, 
That I have pofitiuely faid, tis (0, 
When it proou’d otherwife? 

King, Notthat I know. 

Pot. Take this, from this, if this be otherwife; 
Ifcircumftances leade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indecde 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pet, You know fometimes he walkes foure houres together 
Heerc in the Lobby. 
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As they tel out by Time, by Mcanes,and Place, 
Ali given to mine care. 
Kisg. Buthaw hath fine receiu’d his Louc? 
Pol, Wise de youthinke of me ? 
Mizg. t sof2urut, faichfall anu Honourable. 
Fei wold faine preue to.But what ab you think ? 
WV eadhead iccne tints hor loue on she wing 
Dperceticdit,. mu ctcll you Coat 
Bele ny Daughter coldine whatmight you 
O: my desre Moazcfhe your Queene heere, think, 
If ib-d playd the Reske ord abie-booke, 
Or given my hea: x s wink: Baeeeycand dumbe, 
Or lock d vponce!.is Lone wich i dle highe, 
Wrst might you thinks ? Nol went round to we €, 
And (my yong Miftis)thus i did belpeake 
Lord thanfer isa Prince out of thy S:arre, 
a se muti not be: and'then, ! Precepts gauc her, 
at fhe fhouid locke hier lelfe from his Retort. 
Sart wo Meflengers, recciveno Tekcns ; 
Which done, fhe akecte Frritesof my Aduice, 
Ard he repulfed Athort Tale to makes, 
Tclhieto a Sac efle, then in.oaFalt, 
Thenceto a Warch, thence intoa Wealzneffe, 
Thence toa Ligt netTe,3 ad by chisdeclenfiesr 
late, the biadnefie whereon now he raves, 
i And sll wre th aile for. 
Arse. Lo your hinke “tis this 2? 
fie, Icinsy be very likely. 
Fol. Bats there bene {uch atime, de fain know thac, 
That I have pofitriveiy said, *sis to, 
Whites it prou’d otherwile? 
Kirz. Notthat I know. 
Po!. Takes this from this; if this be atherwife, 
IEC. rcumflances leade me, willfinde 
“Where truth is hid, though ic were hid indcede 
Within the Cearcr. 
King, rlowmsy we try it farther ? 
— Pel. You know fomctimes 
Le walkes foure houres together, heere 


Inthe Lobby. a _— | 
































Prince of Denmarke. 


Quee. So he dooesindeede. 
Pol. Atfuchatime, He loofe my daughter to him, 
Be you and J behind an Arras then, 
Marke the encounter, if he lowe her not, 
And benot from his reafon falne thereon 
Let me be no afsiftant for aftate 
Butkeepeafarme and carters, 
King. We will try it. 
Enter Hamlet, 
Quee, But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading, 
Pol, Away, Idoebefeech youbothaway, Exit King and Queene, 
Tlebord him prefently, oh gine me leaue, 
How dooes my good Lord Hamlet? 
Han. Well, God amercy. 
Pol, Doeyouknowe me my Lord? 
Ham, Excellent well, youare a Fifhmonger, 
Pol. NotI my Lord. 
Ham. Then I would you were fo honeft a man. 
Pol, Honelt my Lord. 
Ham, V fir to be honeft as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand. 
Pol. That’s very true my Lord. 
Han, For ifthe funne breede maggots ina dead dogge , being a 
good kifsing carrion. Haue you adan ge hter ? 
Pol, Thauemy Lord. 
Ham, Let her not walkei’th Sunne, conception is a blefsing, 
Buras your daughter may conceaue, friend looke to’t. 
Pol. How fay you by that, ftill harping on my daughrer , yet hee 
knewe me not at firft, afayd I was a Fifhmonger, ais farre gone, 
and truly inmy Pri » [fuffred much extremity for loue, very 
at this, [efpeake to him againe. What doe you reade my 
or 
Ham. Words, words, words. 
Pol, Whatisthe matter my Lord. 
Ham, Betweene who. 
Pol, meanethe matter that youreade my Lord. 
Han. Slaunders firs for the fatericall rogue fayes heere, thatold 
men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrinckled, their eyes 
purging thick Amber,& se gum,& that they hauea plen~ 
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#. Soheha’s indeed. _ 

Pol. At fuchatime llc loofe my Daughter to hini, 
Beyouand J behinde an Arrasthen, 
Marke the encounter : [fhe loucher nor, 
And be not trom his reafon falne thereon ; 
Letmebe no AfMfiltant{ora State, 
And keepe a Farme and Casters. 

King. We willtry it. 


Enter Hamlet reading on a Bocke. 
Lu. But looke where fadly the poore wretch 


Cones reading. 
Pol, Away 1 do befcech you, both away, 


‘Je boord him prefently. Exit King ce Oucen, 


Gh giuemeleaue. How doesmy good Lord Hamlet f 

Ham, We!),God-a-mercy, 

Pol. Do you kaow me,my Lord? 

Ham. Excellent excellent well: y’area Fifhmonger, 

Pol. NotI ny Lord. 

Ham. Thien i would you were fo honeft a man. 

Pol. Honeft,niy Lord? 

Ham. \Gr,cobe bonett as this world goes, istobee 
oie nan pick’d out of two theuland. 

Pel. That's very true,my Lord. 

Ham, For if the Sunbreed Magotsin adcad dogce, 
beiny a good kiffing Carrion———— 

Have youa daughter ? 

Pel. Lhaue my Lord. 

Ham, Leecher noc walkei’th’Sunne : Conception is a 
biefsing, but not as your daughter may conceiue.Priend 
louke too’t. , 

Pel. Clow fay you by chat?Still harping on my davch- 
rer: yer he knew menor at firlt; he faid 1 was a tafhmen- 
eer: hess farre gone,farre gone : and tevly inmy youth, 


NT RT, 


) ) &fFredinuch extreamity terlene: very necrethus. Jie 
y ’ 


| 


eee ee 


focake to him againe, What do youread my Lore? 
fan, Words, words, words. 

Pel. What isthe matter,my Lord ? 

Tiam, Betweeuc who? 

Pol, Tmeanethe matcer you meane my Lord. 

Haina, Sanders Sir: for the Satyrical! flauc fies here. 
thar old menhatic gray Reards; that their taces ere wrine 
kied ; theireyes purging thicke Amber, cr Plum-Tiee 
Gumine : andihacthey hauc a plencfull loche ct Vit, 
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Many lines omitted in Q2 from "you could go backward" 
to "to visit you my lord." 








The Tragedie of Hamlet 


tifull Jacke of wit, together with molt weake hams, all which fir 
though J moft powerfully and potentlic belieue, yet I hold itnot 
honelty to haue it thus fer downe, for your felfe fir fhall groweold 
as T am: iflike a Crab yon could goe backward. 

Pol. Thoughthisbemadnefle, yet there is method in’t, will you 
walke our of the ayre my Lord 2 

Ham. Into my graue, 

Pol. Indeede that’s out of the ayre; how pregnant fomerimes 
his replies are,a happines that often madnefle hits on, which reafon 


_ and fandtity could not fo profperoufly be deliuered of . I will leane 


him and my daughter. My Lord, I will rake my leaue of you, 

Ham. You cannot take from mee any thing that Iwill not more 
willingly part wichall :except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter Guylderficrne, and Rofencraus. 

Pol, Fare you well my Lord. 

Han, Thefe tedious old fooles. 

Pol, You goetofecke the Lord Hamlet, there heis. 

Ref. God fane you fir. 

Guyl, My houor’d Lord, 

Rof. My moft deere Lord. 

Ham, My extent good friends, how doolt thou Guyldaftene? 
ARofencraus, good lads how doe you both? 

Ro: Astheindifferent children of the earth. 

Gul. Happy, in that we ate not euer happy on Fortunes lap, 

eare not the very burton, 

Haw, Nor the foles ofher fhooe. 

Rof. Neither my Lord. 

Ham, Then you liue about her waft, or in the middle of her fa 

Guyl, Faith her priuates we. (uors. 

Hain. In the fecret parts of Fottune,oh moft true,the is a ftrumper, 
What newes? 

Rof. Nonemy Lord, but the worlds growne honeff, 
Han, Then is Doomes day neere, but your newes is not true} 
But in the beaten way of friendfhip, what make you at Elfonoure? 
Rof. Tovilit you my Lord, no other occafion, 
Ham. Begger that I am, I am ener poorein thankes,butI thanke 
you, andfure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeny: 
"were you notfent for ? is it your ownc inclining ?isit a free vilitati~ 
on ?come, come, deale iuftly with me,come,come, nay {peake. 
Cayl. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 








Gumme : andabac they hauc a plenifull loche ct Yet, | 
tovcther with weakesSlaqimes. All which Sir, thoug ily 
_ molt powerfully, and potently delecue 3 yet hole it | 
net Honeftic to have it chns fet downe: For youy your 
| feile Su, theuld be oldas lam, iflikea Crab youcey 
¢ backward, "| 
Pel, Though chisbe madnefic, 
You there is Method in’s: will you walks 
Oveofche ‘ayre my Lore? 
Jiaw. Into my Grave? : 
Pol, Indeed chatigout o’th’ Ayre: 
How pregnant (lumetimes)his Replies are? 
A Lappineffe, ; 
That often Madneffchits on, 
Which Reafon and Sanicie could not 
So profperenfly be deliuer’d of 
I willlesue him, 
And fodaiacly contrive the meanes of meeting 
Betweene him,and my danghcer. 
My Honourable Lord, J will moft humbly 
Take my leaue of you, 


Ham, You cannot Sit take from me any thing, that 1 
witl more were Part withall, mort wy Cy my | 
> a a a 

Polen. Fare you well my Lord. =, a _ oe 

Ham, Theferedious old fooless «ps0... taint (@ ay 
F Polon. You Zoe 0 ‘Senke my Lord Hamer there, 

ce is, 


* Eater Rofiacras and Grilderrme. 
Rofin. God fauc you Sir. 
Guild. Mine honour'd Lord? * 


Rofin. My mok deare Lord? 
Ham. My excellent good friends, How do't thou 


Gniddenferne? Oh »Rofine Gacrane 5 gerd Lads: How doe ye 
.| bosh? 
Rofin. As the ind a Children of the earch, 
Guild. Happy ,inthat weare not ouer-happy: “n = 
tunes Cap,we are not the very Button. ° 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shoot i i 

Rofs. Neither my Lord,. : | 

Ham. Then you liue abour bet weiliés orin the mid- 
die of her fauour? 

Guil. Faith, her privates, we. 

Ham, In the fecret parts of —* ?-Oh, moft trues 
fhe is aStrumpet. WharSyche newes ?~ 

‘Rofin. None my Lord; bucthaz the World's prowne 
honeft. 

Ham. Theois Siewniitlsy neere: But your newes is 
not true. Let me que(tion more in particular: what have 
youmy ies friends, defecued at the hands of Fortune, 
that fhe fends you co Prifonhither? 








Prince of Denmarke. 

Ham. Any thing butto’th purpofe you were fentfor,and there is 
akind of confefsion in your lookes, which your modefties haue not 
craftenoughtocullour ,_Iknow the good King and Queene haue 
fent for you. 

Rof. Towhat end my Lord? ‘ 

Haw, That you muft teach me :but Jet me coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowfhip , by the confonancie ofour youth , by the 
obligation of our euer preferued loue; and by what more dearea 
better propofer can charge you withall; bee euenand direét with 
me whether you were fent for or no, 

Ref; What fay you. 

Ham, Nay then I hauean eye of you fifyousoueme hold not of. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fentfor. 

Ham. Twilltell you why , fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difcouery and your fecrecieto the King & Queene moult no fea~ 
ther, I haue of late , bue wherefore I knowe nor, Joft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of exercifes: and indeede it Bors fo heauily with 
my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mee a 
ftetill promontorie , this meft excellent Canopie the ayre , looke 
you, this braue orchanging firmament , this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire , why ic appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
aad peftilent congregation of vapoures . What peece of worke is a 
man, how noble in reafon, how infinit in faculties , in forme and 
meouing, how exprefle and admirable in action , how like an An~ 
gell in apprehenfion,how like a God : the beautie of the world; the 
paragon’of Annimaless and yet to me,what is this Quinteffence of 
duft: man delights not me, nor women neither , though by your 
{milling, you feeme to fay fo. 

Ref: My Lord, there was no fuch ftuffein my thoughts. 

Ham, Why did yee laughthen, when J fayd man delights not me. 

Ref’ Tothinkemy Lord ifyou delight not in man, what Lenton 
entertainment the players fhall receaue fromyou , we coted them 
onthe way, and hether are they comming to offer you feruice, 

Han, Hethatplayesthe King fhal be welcome,his Maieftie fhal 
haue tnbute on me, the aduenterous Knight fhall vfe his foyle and 
target, the Louer fhali not figh gratis, the humorus Man fhall end 
his partin peace, and the Lady fhall fay her minde freely :or the 
black verfe thall haulefor’t. What players are they ? 

Rof: Euen thofe you were wont co take fuch delightin, the Tra ge. 
diansof the Citry. 
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Guil. Prifon,my Lord? | 

Ham. Denmark's Prifon. 
— Rofiw. Thenisthe World one, 
_ Hams. A goodly one,in which there are many Cons 
fines, Wartds,and Dungeons; Deamarke being one o'th’ 
worft, _ 
Rofin, We thinke not fo my Lord. wp 
Ham. Why then’tis none to yeu;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to me it is 
a prifon, 

Rofiz. Why then your Ambition makes irone: ‘tis 

too narrow for yourminde. | 

Ham. OGod, [could be bounded ina nuthhell, and 
count iny felfe a King of infinite {paces were it notthat 
I have bad dreames. 

Guil. Which dreamesindeed are Ambition : forthe 
very fubMance of the Ambitious, is mecrely the fhadow 
ofa Dreame. 

Ham, A dreame it fcifcis but a thadow. 

Rofia. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
lighea quality, thatit is but a fhadowes fhadow, 

Ham, Thenare our Beggers bodies; and our Mo- 
narchs and out-ftrercht Heroes the Beg gers Shadowes: 
fhail wee to th’ Court: for, by ny i { cannotreae 
fon ? 

Doty. Yee"! waitvpon you. 

Ham, No Cachmarter. Tswill not fort.you with the 
reRofimy ferucats: forco{peake to you like an honeft 
nan: tam moit creactully attended; but inthe beaten 

[vey of frseadthip, Whiat make you at E/fonower? 
| Refia, To viftt you my Lord,no other occafion. 

Flam. Sepeer ther | am, am even poore in thankes; 

but F chanke you: ind fure ceare friends my thanks 
| aretoodearea halfepeny ; were younor fene for? Isit 
| your Owne inclining 9 Is it a fice vifitation? Come, 











| 

The Tragedie of Hamlet’ 

Ham. How chances it they crauaile ¢cheir refidence both in repu- 
tation, and profit was berrer both wayes. 

Ro. Ithinketheirinhibition , comes by the meanes of the late 
innouafion, 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I wasin 
the Cirty ; are they fo followed. 

Rof. Noindeede arethey not. 

Ham. Itis not very ieange, for my Vncle is King of Denmarke,and 
thoferhat would make mouths at him while my father liued,giue 
twenty, fortic, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Piéture 
in little, s’bloud there is fomthing in thismore then naturall, if 
Philofophie could find itout. A Flovifh. 

Gayl. There are the players. 

Ham, Gentlemen you are welcome to Eifonoure , your hands come 
then, th’appurtenance of welcome is fafhion and ceremonie} let 
mee comply with youin this garb :let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you mutt fhowe fairely outwards, fhould more ap~ 
pearelike entertainment then yours? you are welcome :but m 
Vncle-father,and Aunt-mother,are deceaued, 
Guyl, In what my deare Lord. 

Ham, ¥ am but mad North North weft ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I knowe a Haske, from a hand faw, 
Enter Polonins. 
Pol. Wellbe with you Gentlemen. 
Ham, Harke you Guyldenflene, and you to, at each eare a hearer, 
that great baby you fee thereis not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 
Ref Happily heis the fecond time come to them, for they fay an 
old manistwice a child. 
Ham, J ae are he comes to tell me of the playets,mark it, 

You fay right fir,a Monday morning, twas then indeede. 

Pol, MyLordT haue newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord Ihauenewes to tel you: when Roffias was an A&tor 
in Rome. 

Pol. The Aéors are come hether my Lord. 

Han. Buz, baz. 

Pol, Vppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each A tor on his Affe. 

Pol, The beftaétors in the world,cither for Tragedie, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall Comicall , Hiftoricall Paftorall, fcene 


indeuidible. 








Ham. How chances it they treuaile? their refi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better boti 
wayes, | 
Rofis, I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meancs 

of the ate Innouation ? 
| Harz. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did 
| when F wasin the City ? Are they fo follow'd? 
Rofin, No indeed, they are not. 


er er 


From "How comes it..." to "Hercules & his load too" are 
omitted in the 2nd Quarto. 


Harz, How comes it? doe they grow rufly? 

| Rofies Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted 
| pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, little 
— 'Yafes, that crye our onthe top of queftion ; and 
are molt tyrannically clap’e for’e : dele are now the 
fafhi- 
fafhion; and fo be-ratled the common Stages (fo they 
callthem) chat many wearing Rapiers, are aftraide of 

Goofe-quils,and clare fearfe come thicher. 
| Ham. Whatare they Children? Who maintains ‘em? 
How are they efcoted ? Will they puriise the Quality no 
longer then they can fing? Will they not fay after wards 
if they fhould grow themfelues to common Players (25 
it 1s like mott sftheir meanes arenoybecter) their Wri- 
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againlt theit 

owne Succeffion. 

Rofim: Faich there ha’s bene much to do on both fides: 
andthe Nationholds it no finne, to tarre themco Con- 
trouerfic, There was for a while, no mony bid for argu- 
ment, vnleffe the Poet and the Player went to Cuffes in 
the Queftion, 

Ham, \s'tpoible? 

Guild, Ohthere ha’s beene much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry it away ? 

Rofiw.| that they do my Lord. Hercules & his load tco. 





Roffx.1 that they do my Lord, Hercules & his load eco. 

Ham, Icisnot ftrange: for mine Vockle is King of 
Denmarke, and thofe thae would make mowes ar him 
while my Father lived; givetwenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducates apeece, for his picture tn Litele. There is fome- 
thing in this more then Natural, if Philofophie could 
finde it out. —. 

Floursh for the Players. 

Gul, There are the Players. 

Ham, Gentlemen,you are welcom to Elfonower: your 
hands, come : The appuctenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to che Players(which I cell you muft fhew 
fairely ourward)fhould more appeare like entertainment 
thenyours. Youate welcome : but my Vackle Facher, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiu'd. 

Guil. In what my deere Lord? 

Ham. 1am but mad North,Norch-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, | know a Hawkeiroma Handfaw. 
Ester Polenins. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hearke you Guildenferne, and you too: at each 
eareahearer : thatgreat Baby youfec there, isnoryct 
out of his fwathing clours. 

Ro(in. Happily he's the fecond time cemeto them: for 
they fay,an old man istwicea childe. 

Ham, (will Prophefie. Hee comesto tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for ¢ Monday mor 
ning ‘twas fo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord,} haue Newes Co tell yoo. 

Ham, My Lord, 1 haue Newesto tell you. 

When Roffixs an Actor in Romem 

Pel. The Adtors arecome huher my Lord, 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Vponmine Honor.* 

Ham. Then caneach A@or on his Affe ——~ 

Pélon, The belt Actors in the world, either for Trege- 
| die, Comedie, Hiftorie, Paftorall : Paftoricall-Comicall- 
Hiftoricail-Paftorali : Tragicall-Hiftoricells Tragicall- 
Comicali-Hittoricail-Paftorall : Scene indiuible, or Po- 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

indenidible , or Poem vnlimited, Sceneca cannot betooheauy, nor 

Pleutustoo light for the lawe of writ, and the liberty  thele are the 

only men. ‘ee 
ea. O Ieptha Tudge of Ifraell, whata treafure had’ft shou ? 

Pol, Whatatrealure had he my Lord? 
Ham, Why one faire daughter and no more, the which he loued 
pafsing well. 
Pol, Stillon my daughter. 
Ham, AmInot?thrightold leptha? 
Pol. \fyoucallme Zepthamy Lord, Ihaue a daughter that] love 
Ham, Nay that followes nor. (pafsing well. 
Pol, Whatfollowes then my Lord ? 
Ham, Why as by lot God wot, and then you knowe it cameto 
ale, asmoft like ic wassthe firftrowe of the pious chanfon will 
oweyou more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 
Enter the Players. 

Han. You arewelcomemaifters, welcome all, I am glad tofee thee 
well, welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thy face is vae 
Jané& fince I faw thee laft,com’ft thou to beard mein Denmark? 
what my young Ladyand miftris, by lady your Ladifhippeis 
nerer to heauen , then when I faw you laft by the altitude of a 
chopine, pray God your voyce like a peece of vncurtant gold; 
bee notcrackt within the ring: maifters you are all welcome, 
weele ento’t like friendly Fankners , fly at any thing wefee, 
weele haue a fpeech ftraite, come giue vsa taft of your quality, 
come a pafsionate{peech. 

Player, What {peech my good Lord ? 

Ham, Theard thee fpeake mea fpeech once,but it was never a€ted, 
or ifit was, not aboue once , for the play I remember pleafd not 
themillion,t’was cauiary to thegenerall,but it was as J receaued 
it & others , whofe iudg ements in fuch matters cried in the top 
of mine, an excellent play, well digefted inthe fcenes,fet downe 
with as much modeflieas cunning , ] remember one fayd there 
were no fallets inthe lines , comake the matter{auory , norno 

matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe@tion, 
but cald iran honeft method, as wholefome as {weete, & by very 
much,more handfomethen fine:one {peech in’t I chiefely loned, 
twas Aeneas talke to Dido, & there about of it efpecially when he 
fpeakes of Priams flaughter , ifitliue in your eeey begin at 
h 
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this line, let mefee, let me fec,the rugged Pirbus like Thircanian 472 


| Hiftoricall.Paforall + Tragicall-Hiftoricall + Tragicall- 


_ ter that ] lowe pafling weil. 


Comical!- Hitloricall-Paftorall : Scene indivible, er Po- 
emvolimited Sexeca cannotbetoo heauy, nor Pisstus 
too light, for the lawof Writ,aud che Liberty. Thefe are 
the onciy men 


Ham, © Jepita ludge of Ifracl, what a Treafure had'ft 
thou? 


Pel. Whar a Treafureliad he, my Lord? 
Ham, Why one faire Daughies,and no more, 
The which he loued paffing well. 
Pel, Sxill onmy Daughter. 
Ham. Am[noti'th’rghtold Jejbia? 
Polon. 1f you call me ephra my Lord, Lhaue a daugh- 


Ham, Nay that tollowes not. 

Polen, What followes thensmy Lord? 

Ha.Why, As by lot,God wor: and then you know, It 
came to paffe, as molt likeit was: Thefirft rowe of the 
Pons Chaafen will facw youmort. Forlooke where my 
Abridgements come 

Enter foure or fine Players. 

Y'2re welcome Malters, welcome all. Tam gladto fee 
thee well: Welcome pood Friends. O my olde Frienc > 
Thy face is valiant fince J fawtheelaft = Comtt thou to 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my youg Lady and Mi- 
{tris ?Byrlady your Ladif{rip is neerer Hleauen then when 
1 fave you lalt, by the altitude ofa Choppine. PrayGod 
your voice like a peece of yncurrant Gold be not crack'd 
within thering. Mafters,youare all welcome: wee'le’ne 
to'clike French Fauleeners, fie at any thing we fee: wee'] 
hane a Speech ftraight. Come gine ys acaitof your qua- 
lary : come,a paflionace fpeech. 

1.Play. What fpeech,my Lord? 

Ham, \hcardthec {peak mea {peech once, but it was 
never Aéted : or ifit was,not aboue once, forthe Play I 
remem ber pleas'd not the Million, "twas Casiarie vo the 
Generall: but it was (as Treceio'd it, andothers, whofe 
iudpemenc in fuch marcers, criedin the top of mine) an 
excellent Play 5; well digeited inthe Scoczes, fer downe 
with as much modeflic,as cunting, J remember one faid, 
there was io Sallecs iuche lines, tomake the matter f2- 
uoury; Jornomattesinthe phrafe, thac might indite the | 
Author of offeftation, but cal'd it an heneft method.One 
cheefe Speech init, Icheetclylou'd, “iwaseEncas Tale 
to Lide, and thereabout of it efpecially, where he {peaks 
of Priems flaughter, Ificiiue in your memory, begin at 








So 








The Tragedie of Hamlet 


beaft, ris not fo, it beginnes wich Pirrbus,the rugged Pirrbusshewhole 
fable Armes, 


Black as his purpofe did the night refemble, 


, Whenhe me coactcd in th’omynous horfe, 


Hath now this dread and black ay ae {meard, 
With heraldy more difinall head tofoote, 
Nowis he cotall Gules horridly tricke 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 
Bak’d and empafted with the parching ftreetes 
That lend atirranus and a damned light 
To their Lords mutther, rofted in wrath and fire, 
And thusore-cifed with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carbunkles,the hellith Phirrbus 
Old grandfire Priam feckes 5 {0 proceede you. 
Pol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
Play. Anon he finds him, (difcretion, 
Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke {word 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it fals, 
Repugnanctro commaund 3 vnequall matche, 
Pirrbas at Priam driues, in rage ftnkes wide, 
But with che whiffe and winde of his fell {word, 
Th’vnnerued father fals : 
Seeming tofeele this blowe, with flaming to 
Scoopes to his bafes and with a hiddious sadh 
Takes prifoner Parbus care, for loe his fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Of reuerent Priam, eem’d i'th ayre to flick, 
So as a painted tirant Pirrbus ftood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 
Did nothing: 
But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 
A filence in the heauens, the racke {tand {till, 
The bold winds {peechleffe, and the orbe belowe 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadful chunder 
Dothrend the region, fo after Pimrbus paufe, 
A rowled vengeance fets him new a worke, 
And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, 
On Mafes Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 
Wich leffe remorfe then Pirrbus bleedin ig (word 
Now falls on Priam, 
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this Line, letme fee, let me fee : The rugged Pyrrbus like 
ch’Hyrcanian Bealt. Jtis not fo: it begins with Pyrrhses 
The rigged Pyrrbus, he whofe Sable Armes 
Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 
Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fmear'd 
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foore 
Now is hetocakeGealles, horridly Trick’d 
With bloed of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters , Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impafted with the parching Bhs ’ 
That lend a tyrannous,and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire, 
And thut o're-fized with coagulate gore, 
WVich eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyrrbue 
Old Grandfire Pream feekes. 
Pol. Fore God,my Lord, well fpoken, with good ac- 
cent,and good difcretion. 
1.Player, Anon hefindes him, 
Striking too fhort at Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellions to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant co command : vnequzil match, 
Pyrrbus at Priam drives, in Rage {trikes wide : 
Boe with che whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Thvnnerued Father fals. Then ferfeleffe Ilium, 
Seeming co feele his blow, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his Bace, and witha hideous erafh 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrbuseare, Forloe,his Sword 
Which was declining on the Milkie head 
OfReucrend Prians, feem'd ith Ayre to fticke : 
Soasapainced Tyrant Pyrrbus ftood, : 
And like a Newerall co his will and matter, did nothing. 
Butas we often fee againft fomeftorme, 
A filence in the Heauens, the Racke fland Mill, 
The bold windes fp eechleffe, andthe Orbe below 
Ashuth as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. Soafter Pyrrhats paule, 
Aro wled Vengeance fers him new a-worke, 
And neuer didthe Cyclops haasmers fall 
On Marshis Armours, forg'd for proofe Eterne, 
Wich leffe remorfe then Pyrrbiss bleeding {word 
Now falles on Priam. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Our, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune, all you gods, 515 
In generall finod take away her ’ 
Breake all the {pokes, and follies from herwheele, t 
And boule the round nauedowne the hill of heauen 58 


As lowe as to the fiends. 
Pol. Thisistoo long, : 
Han, It Shall tothe barbers with your beard ; prethee fay on, he’s 
fora Tigger ataleof bawdry, or hefleepes, fay on,cometo Hecuba,| 523 


Play, But who, awoe, had feenethe mobled Queeney + 
Ham, The mobled Queene } 
Pol, Thar’s good. 
Play Runnebarefoote vpand downe, threatning the flames 528 
With Bifon rebume,a clout vppon that head 
Wrherc late the Diadem ftood, and for arobe, 530 


About her lanck and all ore teamed loynes, 
Ablancket in the alarme of feare caught vp, 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteept, 
Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon haue pronountt; 
But ifthe gods themfelues did fee her then, 

When fhe faw Pirbas make malicious {port 
Inmincing with his fword her bufband limmes, 
Theinftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Voleffe things mortall mooue them not atall, 
Would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen 
And pafsion in the gods. 

Pol. Lookewhere he has noteurnd his cullour, and has teares in’s 
eyes, pretheeno more. 

Han. Tis well, Ie haue thee fpeake out the reft of his foone, 
Good my Lord will you {ee the players well beftowed ; doe you 
heare , let them be well vfed , forthey are the ab{traé&t and breefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better hauea 
bad Epitaph then their ill report whileyou live. 

Pol. My Lord, will vfethem according to their defert. 

Han. Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his de- 
fert, & who fhall fcapewhipping, vfe them after your owne honor 
and dignity, the leffe they deferue the more metrit isin your boun- 

Takethem in. 
Pol. Come firs, 
Har:.F ollow him friends,weele hearea playto morrowesdoft thou 


heare 


SH 
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Out, our, thou Scrumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 

In generall Synod take away her power: 

Breake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 
And boule the round Naue downe thehill of Heauen, 
As low as tothe Fiends. 

Pol. This istoo long. 

Ham. It thallto’th Barbars, with your beard, Pry- 
thee fay on: He’s for a ligge,oratale of Baudzy , orhee 
fleepes. Say on; cometo Hecnba. 

1.Play.But who,O who, had feenthe inobled Queen, 

Ham, The inobled Queene? 

_ Pol. That's 200d: Inobled Queene is good. 

1.Play, Run bare-foot vp and downe, 

Threatning the flame 
With Biffon Rheume: A clout about that head, 
Where late che Diadem ftood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, 
A blanket in th’Alaruni of feare caught vp. 
Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome ficep’d, 
‘Gantt Fortunes Stace, would Treafon have pronounc’d? 
Buc ifthe Gods themfelues did fee her then, 
When the taw Pyrrhus make malicious {port 
In mincing with bis Sword-her Husbands limbes, 
The inflant Burit of Clameur that fhe made 
(Voleffe things mortall moue chem not at all) 
Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Heauen, 
And paffion inthe Gods. 

Pol. Looke where he ha’snotturn'’c his colour, and 
ha’stearesin'seyes. Pray youno more. 

Harz. "Yiswell, Ile have chee fpeake out che reft, 
foone, Good :ny Lord, will you fee the Pisyers wel be- 
ftow'd, Doyc heare, let them be well vs'd: tor they are 
the Abitradts and breefe Chronicles of the tine. After 
yourdeath, you were better havea bad Epizaph, then 
their ill repore while you lived. 

, Tol. My Lord, 1 will vie them according tocheir de- 
art. 

Ham, Godsbodykins man, betecr. Ve cucrieman 
after tusdefart, and who fliould {cope whipping: vfe 
them sfter your own Henor and Dignity. Thelette they 
defcrue, tic more inerit is in your bountie. Take them 
In. 

Pol. Come ft5. Exit Polon. 

Hara, Follow him Frieads:wee'l heare a play to mor- 
row. DoitthouhearemeoldFruend, can you play the 
mure>er of Gouz ama? 


—_—__— 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
heareme old friend, can you play the maurther of Gonzago ? 

Play. ImyLord, 

Ham. Weelehateto morrowe night , youcould for neede fludy 
a fpeech of fome dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which Iwould fet 
downeand infert in’t, could younot ? 

Play. Imy Lord. 

Ham. Very well,followe chat Lord, & looke you mock him nor. 
My good friends, Tleleaue you tell night, you are welcome to Eifin~ 
care. Exeunt Pol. and Players, 

Ref. Good my Lord. Exennt. 

Ham, T{o God buytoyou, nowI amalone, 

O whatarogueand pefantflaneam I. 

Is it not monftrous that this player heere 

But ina fixion, in a dreame of pafsion 

Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 
Teares in his eyes, diftra€tion in his afpeét, 

A broken voyce, an his wholefunétion futin 

With formes to his conceit; and all for nothing, 
For Hecubas 

What's Hecabato him, or heto her, 

That he fhould weepe for her 2whar would he doe 
Had he the motiue, and thatfor pafsion 

That I haue? he would drowne the {tage with teares, 
And cleauethe generall eare with horrid {peech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appale the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 

The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet 1; 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake, 

Like Iohn a dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe, 
And canfay nothing; no Pee aKing, 

Vpon whofe prone and moft deare fe, 

A damn’d deteate was made: am a coward, . 
Who cals me villaine, breakes my pate acroffe, 
Plnckes offmy beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Towekes meby the nofe, giues me the Ke i’th thraote 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s'wounds I fhould takeie:foriecannotbe 
Bur Lam pidgion linerd, arid lack gall 


Sees ee eit errr esnats 





row. Doit thou hesre me old Friend, can you play the 
nual er of Gov2 ata? 

Piay, imy Lord, 

Hairs, Wee'tha’tto morraw night, You could for a 
need ftudya fpeech of {ome dofen os fixteenc lines, which 
I would tet downe,and infert int? Could ye nor ? 

Play, Juy Lerd, 

| Han. Vecg well. Follow that Lord, andlooke you 
| mock Jumnot, My good Friends, Ie leaue you al night 
‘you are “cloome to Elforower > 

t 


Rofin. Good my Lord. Exeunt, 
(Manes Hamlet. 
Ham. \{o,God buy’ye : Now I emalone. 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flaveam I ? 
Is itcnot monftrous that this Player heere, 
But in 2 Fixion,in 2 dreame of P:ffion, 
Could force his foute fo to his whole conccit, 
That from her working,all his vifoge waiin'd; 
Teares in his eyes, diftradtion in’s Afpeét, 
A broken voyce,and his whole Fun étion fuitir 
With Formes,to his Conceit? And all for noching ? 
For Aecuba? 
What’s Heewba to him,cr hero Heenba, 
That he fhould weepe foz her ? What would he doe, 
Had hethe Motiue and the Cue for paffion 
That | haue? He would drownethe Stage wich teares, 
And cleave the generall eare wich hortid Speech: 
Make mad the guilty,and apale the frees 
Confound the sgnorant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculcy of Eyesand Eares Yerl, 
A du}l and muddy-metled Rafcall,peske 
Like Iohn a-dreames,vnpregnant of my caufe, 
And can Jay nothing ; No,not fora King, 
Vpon whole property,and moft deere life, 
A damn’d deteste was made, Am I a Coward? 
Who calles me Villaine ? breakes my pare aeeroffe 2 
Pluckes off my Beard,aued blowes icin my face? . 
Tweakes me by’ch’Nofe? giues me the Lye 1’tl’Throate, 
As deepe asto che Lunes? Who does me this ? 
Ha? Why I fhould tekeit : for it cannot be, 
Bur J am Pigeo n-Liuer’d and lacke Gail 


| 





Prince of Denmarke., 


To make opprefsion bitter, or ere this 

I fhould a fatted allehe region kytes 

With this flaues ofall, bloody, baudy villaine, 
Remorfleffe, trecherous, lecherous, kindlef[e villaine. 

Why what an Affe am I, this is moft braue, 

Thar I thefonne of a deere murthered, 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore ynpacke my hart with words, 
And falla curfing like a very drabbes a ftallyon, fievppont, foh, 
About my brainess hum, I haucheard, 

That guilty creatures firing at a play, 

Haue be the very cunning of the (cene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foule, that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their malefaQtions : 

For murther, chongh it haue no tongue will fpeake 

With moft miraculons organ: Ile hane thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father 

Before mine Vacle, Ile obferue his lookes, 

Tie tent bim to the quicke, ifa doeblench 

I know my courfe. The fpirit that I hauefeene 

May bea deale, and the deale hath power 

T’affume a pleafing thape, yea,and perhaps, 

Out of my weakenes,and my melancholy, 

As heisvery potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me} Ile have grounds 

More relatine then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein le catch tcheconfcienceoftheKing, Exit. 


Enter King, Queene, Polenins, Ophelia, Rofencraus, Guyi- 
denflerne, Lords. 

King. Ancan you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion, 
Grating fo harfhly all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie? 

Ref He dooes confeffe he feeles himfelfe diftratted, 
But from what canfe,a will by no meanes {peake, 

Geyl. Nor doc we find him forward to be founded, 
But with a craftie madnes keepes aloofe 
‘When we would bring him on to Gre confelsion 











































lo malice Oppreffion biteer, or ere this, 

I fhould haue farred all the Region Kites 

With ehus Staues Oilal!l, blatidy . aBawdy villaine, 
Rernoifeletfe, Fresclicrous,! czcherous, kind!cs villaine! 
Oh Vengeance! 
Who? Whiatan Affe am 1? I flire,this is moft braue, 
That I, the Sonne of the Degre murthered, 

Prompted to my Reuenge by Heauen,oud Hell, 

Mutt (like a Whore) viupacke my heare with words, 
And fail a CurGng like a very Drab, 

A Scullion? Fye vpor'e ; Foh. About my Braine. 
[Hanehearad, thac punley Creacures fccing aca Play, 
Haue by the very cunning of the Scoere, 

Bene Rrooke foo the foule, that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their Malefa&tions. 

For Murcher, thouyh't have no congue, will fpeake 
Wich moft myraculouy Organ, Ie have thete Players, 
Play fomething Ike the murder of my Father, ” 
Before mine Vnkle. He obferue his lookes, 

He cent himto the quicke : [fhe but blench 

iknow my courte. The Spirit cha] have teene 

May be the D.uell, and she Diuel hath power 
T’a(lume apleafing fhape, ycaand perhaps 

Oucof my Weaknefle, and my Melancholly, 

Ashe is very potent wich fuch Spirits, 

Abufes me to damne me. Ile haue grounds 

More Relative then this : The Plzy’s the ching, 
Witercin Ile catch the Confercnceofthe King. Exit 


Enter King, Queene, Polonime, Ophelia, Roe 
fincrance, GrildenfFern, and Lords. 
King. And can you by no drift of circumftance 
Get from him why he pots on this Confufion 
Grating fo haritily al! his dayes of quiet 





; With 
Wichcurbulent and dangerous Lunacy, ; 
Rofin. lie does confefle he feeles himfelfe diffracted, 
But from what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake. 
Cuil. Nor do we finde him forward to be fuunded, 
But wath a crafty Madaeffe keepes.aloofe : 
When we would bring him on to fome Confeffion 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Of his true ftate, 


Quee. Did he receive you well? 
Rof. Moft likea gentleman. 
Goyl. Butwith much forcing of his difpofition, 

Rof. Niggard of queftion, but of our demaunds 

Moft free in his reply. 

Quee. Did youaffay him to any paftime ? 

Rof. Maddam, it fo fell out that certaine Players 
We ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him, 
Aud there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To heare of it: they are heere about the Court, 
Andas I thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him, 

Pol. ‘Tis moft true, 
And he befeecht me to intreat your Maiclties 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my hart, 
Andit doth much content me 
To heare bim fo inclin’d. 
Good gentlemen giue him a further edge, 
Aod drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We thall my Lord, Exenit Rof. & Gayl, 

King. Sweet Gertrard, leaue vs two, 
Forwe haue clofely fent for Hamlet hether, 
That he as t’were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Opbeiia; her father and my felfe, 
Wee'le fo beftow our felues, that feeing vnicene, 
‘We may of their encounter franckly iudge, 
And gather by him as he is behau’d, 
Tft be th’affli€tion of his loue or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. \thall obey you. 
And for your part Ophelia, I doe with 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
OF Hansletswildnes, fo fhall I hope your vertues, 
Willbring him to,his wonted way againe, 
To both your honours, 
Oph, Maddam, I with it may. 
Pel, Ophelia walke you here, gracious fo pleafe you, 





Of his true ftate. 
. Did he receiue you well? 

Rofin, Molt hke a Gentleman, 

Gud. Bac with avch forcing of his difpofition. 

Rofin, Niggard of queftion, bur of cur demands 
Molt free inhis reply. 

On. Did you allay him to any paftime ? 

RKofin, Mada:n,it fe fell out, thar certaine Players 
We ore-wrough: onthe way : of torte we cold iin, 
And there did feeme in hima kince ofioy 
Toheare of it: They areabout tlc Cours, 

And (as ishinks) they baue alrcacy oi cer 
This nightto play before inn, 

Pol. ’Tis mort truce: 

Aad he befecch'd me cointreate your Maieflics 
To heare,and fee clie matter. 

King. Wthall my heare and iz dosh innch content ine 

To heare him fo inchi'd. Good Gentlemen, 
Give lima further edge, and drius lis purpofe on 
Tothefe delights. 
Rolin. We fhall my Lord, Exeunt. 
King. Sweet Gertrude leauc vs too, 
For we haue clofely feuz for Haslet hithes, 
That he, as’twere by accidenz, may there 
Affcont Ophelia. Ker Father,and iy fclfe(lawful efpials) 
Willlo b: Row our felues, chac fecing vnfeene 
We may of sheirencounrer frankely indge, 
And gather by hiim,as he is benaucd, 
lftbe ch'stf:ction of nis louc,orae, 
Thac thus he fuflers for. 
Ow, i fhallodey you, 
And tor your part Ophelia, I do with 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of (arlets wildeneffe : fo Chall l hepe your Vertues 
Wili bring hiimico his wonted way againe, 
Toboth your Honors, 

Ophe. Madam,| with it may. 

Pol. Ophelia, walke you beere.Gracious fo pleafe ye 
Wc will be ftow our felu:s : Reade on this booke, 











Prince of Denmarke. 


‘We will beftow our felues; reade on this booke, 
That fhow of (uch an exercife may cullour 
Your lowlines3 we are oft too blame in this, 
Tis too much proou’d, that with deuotions vifage 
And pions ation, we doe fugar ore 
The deuill himfelfe. 
King. O tistoo true, 
How fart a lath that fpeech doth give my confcience. 
The hatlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art, 
Is nat more ougly to the thing that helpsit, 
Then is my-deede to my moft painted word : 
O heauy burthen. 


Exter Hamlet, 
Pol. Lheare him comming, with-draw my Lord, 
Ham. To be, or notto be, that is the queftion, 
Whether tis noblerin the minde to fuffer 
The flings and atrowes of outragious fortune, 
Or totake Armes againft afea of troubles, 
And by oppofing, end them, to dic to fleepe 
No more, and by afleepe, to fay we end 
The hart-ake, andthe thoufand naturall fhocks 
That fleh isheire to; ts a confumation 
Deuontly to be witht to dic to fleepe, 
To fleepe, perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 
For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come 
‘When we haue fhuffied off this mortall coyle 
Maft giue vs paufe, there’sthe refpeé 
That makes calamitic of fo long life: 
For who would beare the whips and {cornes of time, 
Th’oppreffors wrong, the proude mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpiz'd loue, the lawes delay, 
The infolence of office, and the fpurnes 
Thar patient merrit of th’vnworthy takes, 
When he himfelfe might his quietas make 
‘Witha bare bodkin; who would fardels beare, 
To grunt and fweat vnder a wearie life, 
Buethat che dread of fomething after death, 
The yndifcouer’d country, from whofe borne 
Gz No 
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See 
We will bcftow our felu:s s Reade on this booke, 
That thew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Yourloncline fe. We are oft too blame in this, 
'Tis too much provu’d, chat with Deuacions rilace, 
And pious Action, we do fur ge o’re 
The diuell himfelfe. 
Kazg. Oh’tas true: 
How {marta lath that fpecch doch gine my Confcience ? 
The Haslocs Cheeke beauried with plailt’ring Are 
Is not more valy tothe taing chathelpcs it, 
Then ismy ace ze, to my mott painted word. 
Oh heauie burthan! 
Pol. Iheare him comming, let's withdraw my Lord. 
Exemnt, 
Enter Hamlet, 
Ham. Tobe,ornortoke,thatistheQueftion: — . 
| Whether ‘tis Nobler ie the minde to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragions Fortune,’ 
Or to take Armes againfl a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppofing eti.i them : to dye,to fleepe 
No morc ; and by a fleepc, to fay we end 
The Heart-ake, and the choufand Naturall fhockes 





1 


That Fiefhis heyre to0? 'Tis a confummation 
—Deueurly tobe wifh’d, To dye to fleepe, - 
To fieepe, perchance toDreame: J, there'sine rub, | 
For in that fieepe of death, what dreames may come, - 
When we have fhufflel’d off this mort all cole, 
Mutt giue vs pawfe. There’s therefpedt 
| Thot makes Calamity of fo long lite : 
For who would bearerne Whips and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreffors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 
The pangs of difpriz’d Louc, che Lawes delay, 
: The infolence of Office, and the Spurnes 
That patient merit of che vnworthy takes, 
Whenhe binfelfe might his Swrctses make 
| Wirh a bare Bodkin? Who would thefe Fardles beare 
To grunt aud fweat veder a weary hfe, 
Bat tha: the dread of fometiitnig after death, 
: The vadileoucred Counrrey, from whofe Borne 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


No trauiler returnes, puzzels the will, 
And makes vs rather beare thofeills we haue, 
Then flic to others that we know not of, 

/ Thus confcience dooes make cowards, 
And thus the natiue hiew of refolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thought, 
And enterpriles of great pitch and moment, 
With this regard theyr currents turne awry, 
And loofe the name of aétion. Soft you now, 
The faire Opheéa, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Oph. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day? 

Ham, l humbly thanke you well, 

Oph. My Lord, I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to redeliner, 

I pray you now receinethem, 

Ham, No, not J, I never gaue you ought. 

Oph, My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did, 
And with them words of (0 fweet breath compofd 
Asmadethefe things more rich, their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers prooue vnkind, 
There my Lord, 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft, 

Oph. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Oph. What meanesyour Lordthip? 

Ham. Thatif you be honeft & faire, you fhouldadmit 
no difcourfe to your beautie. 

Oph. Couldbeauty my Lord haue better comerfe 
Then with honeftiez 

Ham, L truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme ho- 
neftic from what it is toa bawde, then the force of honeftie can tranf- 
late beautie into his likencs, this was fometime a paradox, but now the 
time gives it proofe, I did loue you once. 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made mebelicue fo. 
Ham, You thould not have beleew'd me, for vertue cannotfo 
entoculat our old {tock, but we fhall relifh of it, 1 loued you not. 
a 
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No Travucllerreturnes, Puzels che will, 

And mekes ys rather beare chofe illes we haue, 
Then flye co others that we know nor of. 
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of veal, 
And thus the Natine hew of Refolucion 

Is ficklicd o’re, woth the pale cat of Thought, 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
Wich this regard their Curratts turn¢away, 
And loofe the name of Acton. Soft younew, 
The faire Ophelra? Ninply, in chy Orizons 

Be all my tunes reamembred, 

Ophe. Goodiny Lord, 

How does your Hunor forcl.is many a day? 
Ham, J humb!y thanke you: weil weil,well, 

Ozhe. My Lord, Thave Remea.biances of yours, 
That I hauelonged long core- dei:uer. 

I pray you now, receiuc them. 

Ham. No,no, 1 neuer g-ue you ough. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of fo {weet breéth compos'd, 

As madethechings more rich, then perfume icft: 
Take thefe againe, forco the Noble minde 

Rich gifts wex poore, when giucrs prowe ynkinde, 
There my Lord. 

Ham, tia,tia: Are youhonefip 

Ophe. My Lord, 

Ham, Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip 2 

Ham. That if yoube boneft and faire, your Honefty 
fhould admitno difcourfe to y our Beautic. 

Opbe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce 
then your Honeltie? 

Haw, J tralie: forthe power cf Beautie, will fooner 
transforme Honeftie from what ic is, to a awd, then che 
force of Hencftie can tranflate Beaurie into his likeneffe. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the crme giues it 
proofc. J didlouc youonce. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me belecue fo, 

Ham. Youshould nor have beleened me, For verve 
c2znnot fo innocculace our oldfiocke, but we fhall sellifh 
of ir. Tlourd you not. 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Oph. I was the more deceiued. 

Ham, Getthee a Nunry, why would’t thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners, Lam my felfe indifferent honelt, bur yet I couldaccufe mee of 
fuch things, that it were better my Mother had not borne mee: I am 
very proude, reuengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 
thers I have thoughtsto put them in, imagination to giue them fhape, 
or time to aét them int what fhould fuch fellowes as I do crauling be- 
tweene earth and heauen, wee are arrant knaues, beleeue none of vs, 
goe thy waiesto a Nunry. Where’s your father ? 

Oph, Athome my Lord, 

Ham, Let the doores be fhut vpon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owne honfe, 
Farewell. 

Oph, O helpe him you fweet heauens. 

Ham. i thon dooft marry, le give thee this plague for chy dow- 
rie, be thou as chaft as yee, as pure as fnow , thou fhalt not efcapeca- 
Jumny 5 get theetoa Nunry, farewell, Or if thou wilt needes marry, 
marry a foole , for wife men knowe well enough what monfters you 
make of them : to a Nunry goe, and quickly to, farewell, 

Opb, Heauenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. Uhauc heard of your paintings wellenough , God hath gi- 
uen you one face, and you make your felfes another, you gig & am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures, and make your wan- 
tonnes ignorance goe to, Ile no moreon'r,it hath made me madde, 
I fay we will haue no mo marriage, thofe that are married alreadie, all 
but one (hall liue,he reft thall kecp asthey ares toa Nunry go. Exit, 

Oph. O what a noble mindis here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers, fouldiers, {chollers, eye, tongue, (word, 
Th'expeétation, and Rofe of the faire late, 

The giafle of fafhion, and the mould of forme, 
Th’obferu’d of all obferacrs, quite quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft deieét and wrerched, 

That fackt the honny of his muficke vowess 

Now fee what noble and moft foueraigne reafon 

Like fweet bells iangled out of time, and harth, 

That vnmatcht forme, and fature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extacie, 6 woeis mee 

T haue feene what J haue feene, fee what I fee. Exit, 


G3 Enter 





160 


es eee eee 


Ophe. I was the more deceived, 

Ham, GecttheetoaNunneric. Why would’t thou 
bea breeder of Sinners ? | am my fel fe indifferent honeft, 
but yet I could ace: f: me of fiich things.chatit were ber- 
ter my Mother hadnot borne me. Tam very prowd, te- 
uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke, 
then J have thoughts to put chemin imagination, to give 
them fhape,ortimeto actethemin, What fhould fuch 

Fel- 


(Pcitluwes 71 do, ccawling betweeneFi¢auen and Earth. 
Weare arraric Knauesall, beleeuenoneofvs.: Goethy 
wayestpalNunnecy. Where's your Father? 

Ophe, Jt nome, my Lord. 

Ham, Lettie doores be frat ypon him, that-he may 
play the Fools no way, buiin’s owne houfe, Farewell. 

Opbs. O helps hen.you fweer Heavens. ' 

Ham. IfthoudocG Marry, M>giue thee this Plague 
for thy Dowiit.Be thou as chaft as Ice,as pure as Snow, 
thou fhale ges elcape Caluniny, Gee thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or ifthou wilt needs Marrygniarry a fool: 
for Wife aien Know well enough, what -moniters you 
makeofchem. To aNunnery go,and quickly too, Far- 
well. + » eee 
Ophe, Ghesaenly Powers,refloic him. 

Haw. Thaueheard of your pratlingstoo wel enough. 
God has gitien you one pace,and you make your felfe ai 
other:yau gidge,vou ambieand you lifpe, and nicknan.e 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonnefle, your Ip- 
norance.Go too, Ile no moreon't, it hati made me mad, 
[iay, we willhauenomoreMarriages. ‘Shofe that are 

married ziready, all but one hall liue, the reft fhatl keep 
asthey are, Toa Nunnery,go. "Exst Aander. 
Oph:. Orwinat a Nebdle minde is heere o’re-throwne ? 

Tic Coursiers, soldicrs, Schollers : Eye,tongue, fword, 
Th’expecianfie aid Rofc of the faire Srate, * - 

The alaffc of Fathton, andthe mould cf Forme, ° 
TWobdferu’d of ail Obferucrs, quite.qnite dawne, 

Hae I of Ladies mott dciect and wretched, 

That Cuck'd che Honie of his Muficke Vowes: 

Now fee that Nob!c,and moft Soueraigae Keafon, 

Like (weet Bels angled cut of tune,and harfh, 

That vamatch?d Forme and Feature of blowne youth, 
Biafted with exiafie. Oh wee is me, 

Thaue (cene what i haue {cene: fee wisat I fee, 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 
Enter King and Potonius, 
King, Loue, his affe€tions doe not that way tend, 
Not what he fpake. though it lacke forme alittle, 
Was not hke madnes, there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood, 
And I doe doubt, the hatch and the difclofe 


“VVillbefome danger; which for to prenent, 


Thaue in quick determination __ 
Thus fet it downe : he thall with fpeedeto Exgland, 
For the demaund of our negleéted tribute, 
Haply the feas, and countries different, 
With variable obiedts, fhall expell 
This formething fetled matter in his hart, 
Whereon his braines ftill beating 
Puts him thus from fathion of himfelfe. 
What thinke you on’t? 
Pol, Itfhall doe well. 
But yet doe I belieue the origin and comencement of his greefe, 
Sprung from neglected loue : How now Opheha? 
ou neede not tell vs what Lord Hap/et faid, 
We heardit all: my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 
Butifyou holdit fit, after the play, 
Let his Queene-mother all alone intreate him 
To thow bis griefe, let ber be round with him, 
And Ilebe plac’d (fo pleafe you) in the care 
Ofall their conference, if the find him nor, 
To England {end him : or confine him where 
Your wifedome beft thall thinke, 
King, It thall befo, 
Madnes in great ones muft not vnmateht goe. Exeunt, 


Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 


Ham, Speake thefpeech I pray you as I pronoun’d it to you, trip- 
pingly on the tongue, butifyou mouth it as many of our Players do, 
Thad as liue the towne cryer fpoke my lines, nor doe not faw the ayre 
too muchwith your hand thus, but vie all gently , for in the very tor- 
rent tempeft, and as I may fay, whirlwind of your paflion, you muft 
acquire and beget a temperance, that may giue it {moothnelfe, dit 
offends mee to the foule, toheare a robuftious perwig-pated fellowe 
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| Enter King, and Polonius, 

King. Loue ? His affe€tions do not that way tend, 
Nor what he fpake, though itlack’d Formesa little, 
Wasnot like Madneffe. There's fomething in his foule ? 
O’re which his Melancholly fits on brood, 

And I do doubr the hatch, and the difclofe 

Will befome danger, which to preuent 

Thaue in quicke determination 

Thus ferit dowoe. He fhall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our neglected Tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different 

With variable Obiedts, fhall expell 

This fomeching fetled matter in his heart : 
Whercon his Braines {till beating, puts him thus 
From fathion of himfelfe. What thinke you on’t? 

Pol. Icfhelldo well, But yerdo! beleeue 
The Origin and Commencement of this preefe 
Sprung from negleéted loue, How now Ophelia? 
You ncedenorteil vs, what Lord Hamlet faide, 
Weheard irell, My Lord, do as you pleafe, 

But if you bold ic fit after the Play, 

Let his Queene Mother all aloneintreat him 

To thew his Greefes s let her be raund with him, 
And Ile be plae’d fo, pleafe you in the eare 
Ofalltheir Conference. If fhe finde him nor, 
To England fend him: Or confine him where 
Your wifedome belt thall thinke. 

King. It thall befo: 

Madneffein great Ones, muft not ynwatch’d go, 
Exsuut, 


Enter Hamlet,and two or three of the Players. 


Ham, Speake the Speech I pray you,as 1 pronoune’d 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue ; Butif you mouth ie, 
as many of your Players do,| hadas liuethe Fown-Cryer 
had {poke my Lines : Nor donot faw the Ayre toomuch 
your hand thus, but vfe all gently ; forinthe verie Tor- 
rent, Tcmpett, and (as J may fay) the Whirle-winde of 
Paffion, you muft acquire and beget a Temperance that 

“may giue it Smoothnefle, Oic offends mee rothe Soule, 
to fee a robuftious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, tearea Pafli- 











Prince of Denmarke. 


tere a paflion to totters, to very rags, to {plect the earesof the grounds 

lings, vvho for the moft part are capable of nothing but’ inexplica- 

ble dumbe fhowes, and noyfe : Iwould haue fuch a fellow whipe for | 

ore-dooing Termagant, it out Herods Herod, pray you auoydeit. 
Player. i warrant your honour. 


Hamlet. Be not too tame neither, butlet your owne difcretion be | 


your tutor, fute che ation to the word, the word to the aétion,, with 
this {peciall obferuance, that you ore-fteppe not the modeftie of na- 
ture: For any thing fo ore-doone, is from the purpofe of playing, 
whofe end both at the firft, and novve, was andis, to holde as ewere 
the Mirrour vp to nature, to fhew vertue her Feature} fcorne her own 
Image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and preflures 
Now this over-done, or come tardie off, though it makes the vnskil- 
full laugh , cannot but make the iudicious grecue, the cenfare of 
which one, muftin your allowance ore-weigh a whole Theater of 0- 
thers, O there be Players that I haue feene play , and heard others 
ptay(d, and that highly, not co fpeake it prophanely , that neither ha- 
ving th’accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, Pagan, nor 
man, hauefo ftruteed & bellowed, that I haue thought fome of Na- 
tures Iornimen had made men, and not made them well , they imita- 





ted humanitie fo abhominably. 

Player, hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

Ham, O reforinc italtogether,and let thofe that play your clownes 
fpeake no more then is fet downe for them, for there be of them that 
wil themfelues laugh, to feton fome quantitie of barraine {peAators 
to laugh to,though in the meane time, fome neceflary queltion of 
the play be then to be confidered, that’s villanous, and (hewes a moft 
pitiful! ambition in the foole that viesit: goe make you readie. How 
now my Lord, will the King heare this peece of worke 2 


Enter Polonins, Guyldensterne, & Rofencrass, 
Pol, And the Queenc+to, and that prefently. 
Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Will you two help to haften thé, 
Rof. Imy Lord. Exennt they two, 
Ham, Whathowe, Horatio. + Enter Horatio, 
Hora, Heere fweet Lord, at your feruice. 
Ham, Horatio, thou art een asiufta man, 
As ere my conuerfation copt withall, 


Hor, O my deere Lord. 
Ham Nay | 
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to fee arobuftious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, tearea Pafli- 
on [o tatters, to verie ragees, tofplit the eares of the 
Groundlings: who (forthe moft part) are capeable of 
nothing, butinexplicable dumbe fhewes, & noife:I could 
haue fuch a Fellow whipt for o’re-doing Termagant: it 
out-IHerod’s Herod, Pray you auoid it. 

Player. 1 warrant your Honor. 

Ham. Benottootameneyther: butler yourowne 
_ Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tothe Word, 

the Word tothe Action, with this fpecisll obferuance: 

That youore-flop not themodeftieof Nature ; foran 

thing fo ouer-done, is fr5 the purpofe of Playing, whote 

end both at the firft and now, was and is,to holdas twer 

the Mirrourvpto Natures to thew Vertucher owne 

Feature, Scorne her owne Image, andthe verie Age and 
| Bodie of the Time, his forme and preffure. Now, this 
_ouer-done, or come tardie off,though it make the ynskil- 
fulllaugh, cannot but make the ludicious greeues The 
cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance o’re- 
way 2 whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee Players 
thac [ haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and that 
highly (not to {peake it prophanely) chat neyther hauing 
the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, Pagan, 
or Norman, have fo flrutted and bellowed, that I haue 
thought fome of Natures louerney-men had made men, 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab- 
hominably. 

Play. L hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with 
vs, Sir. 

Ham, Oreformeitaltogerher. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes,fpeake no more then is fer downe for 
them. For there be of them, that will chemfelues laugh, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barren Spectators to laugh 
too, theugh inthe meane time, fomeneceflary Queftion 
of the Play be then to be confideted: that’s Villanous, & 
fhewes a moft pittifull Ambition inthe Foole that vies 
it. Gomake youreadic. Exit Players. 





Enter Polonixs, Rofincrance and Guildenflerne, 


How now my Lord, 
Will the King heare this peece of Worke? 
Pol. And the Queene coo,and that prefently. 
Ham, Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polowins. 
Will you twohclpe co haften them? 
Both. We will my Lord, Excunt. 
Enter Horatio. 
Tam, What hoa, Horatio? 
Hora. Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice, 
Ham. Horatio, chou art eene as iufta man 
As ere my Conuerfation coap’d withall. 
Hora, O my deere Lord, 
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The Tragedie of Hanlet 

Nay, doe not thinke] flatter, 
For what aduancement may I hope from thee 
That no reuenew haft but thy good fpirits 
To feede and clothe thee, why fhould the poore be flatterd ? 
No, let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 
And crooke the pregnant hindges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning 5 dooft thouheare, 
Since my deare foule was miftris of her choice, 
And could of men diftinguith her eleétion, 
S’hath feald thee for herfelfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuffring all chat fuffers nothing, 
A man that Forrunes buffets and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thanks; and bleft are thofe 
Whofe bloodand iudgement are (0 well comedled, 
That they are not a pype for Fortunes finger. 
To found what flop the pleafe : give me that man 
That is not pafsions flaue, and I will weare him 
In my harts core, Lin my hart of hart 
AsIdoethee. Something too much of this, 
There isa play to night before the King, 
One (cene of it comes neere the circumftance 
Which haue told thee of my fathers death, 
I prethee when thou feeft that a& a foote, 
Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vnele, if his oceulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe vnkenmill in one [peech, 
It isa damned ghoft that we hauc feene, 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vadcaus Rthy 3 giuc him heedfull note, 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our indgementsioyne 
In cenfure of his {eeming, 

Hor, Well my lord, 
Ifa fteale oughe the whilft this play is playing 
And {cape detefted, | will pay the theft. 


Eater Trumpets and Kettle Drammes, King, Queene, 
Poloniut, Ophelia. 


Ham. They are comming to the play. 1 souft beidle, 





“rr ee aaF etry Beers we 


Ham, Nay,deo not thinke I flatter : 
Kor what aduancement may I hoge from thee, 
That no Reaennew haft, but thy good fpirits 





a 
To feed & cloath chee. Why fhold the poor be flatter'd ? 
No, let the Candied tongue, like adfurd pompe, 
And ccooke the pregnanc Hindgcs ofthe knee, 
Where thrift may follow faining ? Doft coe heare, 
Since my deere Soule was Miflris of my choy te, 
And could of nen diltingmfh, her clection 
Hath (cal’d thee for her iclfe. For chou haft bene 
As oncin fatfering all, thas foffe-s nothing. 
A mantba: Fortunes buffers and Revards 
Harh ‘tae svich cquail Thankes. Avd bic are ciafe, 
Wriote Bigod and fud zemes srero wed co-mingled, 
Taarthe y are tora Pape tex Forres finger, 
To found ws ut (top fhe pistle. Gine me shacimen, 
Thatisact Pafhous Sisue, andi will weare bin 
Jamy hearts Core. J yu my Eeacet icare, 
AsI dotice. Something taom shel tins. 
There is aPisy to nigh beforeibe inn, 
Onc Scoe cof it comesnzercis Crea fance 
Woh Thouetotd teeta Pstcrs death. 
Tprythee, veer thew (co"R z..21 Act a-foce, 
Euen with ti:cvciic Comm sii Fmy Soule 
Odferne mine Vokie: Ivhis occul ef guilt, 
Donot it {cife vakennell in onc fpeech, 
Itisa damned Ghoft that we hane feenc : 
And my Imaginations are a3 funlde 
As VulcansScythe. Ginehimncedfui! nste, 
For] wine eyes will riuct to his Face: 
And after we will both cur iucgea:cats ioyne, 
To cenfure of his feemiizw. 
ITsra. Well my Lord. 
Ifhe Reale oughe the velar (i this Piri Dlaving, 
And {cape detecting, I wii! poy the iicte. 
Enter King, Qucoie. Polistes Or3.1 + Ra 


La 2 Crences ; 
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Geddes flere sudothcr ie d i Tee" Asi 8 Weld 


; o] ' 
by urate se Tor|de fais? 


Qaarch. Sunnsaeélioni. 


view 


Ham. They are comming corine Play +I mufi be idle. 
- < 1 





Prince of Denmarke. 


Getyou aplace, 

King. How fares our cofin Hamlet # 

Ham, Excellent yfaith, 

Of the Camelions dith, I cate the ayre, 
Promifcram’d, you cannot feede Capons (0, 

King. Ihaue nothing with chisaunfwer Hamier, 
Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord, 

You playd oncei’th Voiverfitieyou fay, 

Pot. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A tor, 

Ham, What did you enaét ? 

Pol, I did ena€t Juhus Cefar, I was kildi’th Capicall, 

Brutus kild mee. 
. Ham, Itwasa brute part of him ¢o kill (0 capital a calfe there, 
Be the Playersreadie? 

Rof- 1my Lord, they flay vpon your patience, 

Ger, Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham, No good mother, heere’s mettle more attractiue, 

Pot, Oho, doe you marke that. 

Ham. Vady thall lie in your lap ? 

Ophe, No my Lord, 

Ham, Doc you thinke I meant country matters ? 

Oph. Ithinke nothing my Lord, 

Ham, That’s a fayrethoughe to lye betweene maydes legs, 

Oph, What is my Lord? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham, Who I? 

Oph. Imy Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely Tigge-maker, what fhoulda man do but 
be merry, for looke you how cheerefiully my mother lookes, and my 
father died within’s two howres, 

Oph, Nay, tis twice two months my Lord, 

Ham, Solong, nay then let the deule weare blacke s for Jle hauea 
fute of fabless 6 heauens, dietwo months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s bps a great mans memorie may our-liue his life halfea 
yeere, but ber Lady a muff build Churches then:, or els fhall atuffer 
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, for 4, fot 
6, thehobby-hor{e is forgot. 
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I a < 
‘Get you a place, 
King, Huw fares oat Cofin 1137-4 ¢ > 
| Hams, Excclicns: Via:sh,ofine Cancls: ns cith: Teate 
the Ayre promife-cramm’é yeucer:et ost Capons fo, 
King. Linauenothing with tists antwer J¥amlce, thefe 
words are not mine, 
Flam. No,nor mine, Now my Lord,you plaid once 
ich’ Voiverfiry, you [ay ? 
Poloa,That | did my Lerd,and was accounted a cood 
“Agtor. 
Flam. And wiast cid you end ? 
| Pol, 1did enagt Jssisses Cofar, | waskill'd 'chCapirot: 
| Brat kill’dme. 


a7 m7 Ly: @ “NS 1 IRIS a eel ia a ie eae { 


Hawi. It wasabruite part c!|im, to kill fo Capirall a . 


Calfethere. Be the Players seacy ? 
Rojin, my Lord, they Ray vpon your patience. 
fu. Come hither my good F/amlet iin by me, 
Ha, No good Mother,here’s Meteie more attraftive, 
Pol. Ob ho,do you marke chat? 
Hort. Ladie,fhall llyein your Lap? 
Opus. Nomy Lord. 
Ham. Yocane,my Head vpon your Lap? 
Ophe. 1 my Lord. 
Ham, Do you thine I meant Country matcers ? 
Opke. I stunkeecthing, my Lord. 
Ham. That's a farethc2ghi co ly between Maids Jeys 
Ophe. Whatismy Lord ? 


Ham, Nothing. 

Ophe, You are merrie,my Lord? 

Ham, Vihol? 

Opbe. I my Lord. 

Ham, Oh God, your oncly Jigge-maker:what fhould 
aman do, but be merrie, Forlooke you how checreful- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed watl.iu's two 

| Hoares. 


—_——— ee, 


Ophe. Nay,'tis twice two moneths,my Lord. 
Ham, Salong? Nay then let the Diuel weare Elacke, 
for tle hanes fuite of Sables. Ch Heaucns! dye two me- 
nets suo, and notforgotsenyers Then chere’shope, a 
rcacamins Memone, may onc-line bis h% halfe a ycare ; 
ut bysladyhe mutt buice Churchesthen: orellfe fisall 
eft ther norshickiag on, wihthe Hoby-horfle, whofe 


¢ 
| 5 
i 
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: Eptsaphis, Foro, For o, the Hoby-heris is forgot. 
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Lbe Lragedle of Hamlet 


The Trumpets founds. Dumbe fhow followes, 

Enter a King anda Queene, the Queene embracing him, and he ber, be 
takes her upyand deckines his head upon her necke, he lyes bins downe Ups 
pow a bancke of flowers, fhe feeing him afleepe, leanes him : anon comeinan 
ather man, takes off bis crowne , kiffes it , pours poyfan in the fleepers cares, 
+ | and leanes him: the Oncene returnes, ase the King dead, makes paffionate 
+ |. ation, the poy(ner with fame three or foure come m againe , feemeto coma 
dole with her,the dead body is carried away, the poyfner wooes the Qucene 
1 | with gifts, free feemes barfs anbile, but in the end accepts lone, 


Ve 


146 Oph, VVhat meanes this my Lord? 


4 Ham, Marry this munching Ad4a/éco, it meanes mifchiefe. 
149-50 Oph. Belike this fhow imports the argument of the play. 

+ Ham. We thall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue, 

+ | The Players cannot keepe, they’le tell all. 

t Oph. Willa tell vs what this fhow meant ? 


Ish Ham. I, or any fhow that you will {how him, be not youatham’d 
to fhow, heele not fhame to teil you what it meanes. 
157-6 | Oph. Youare naught,you are naught,lle mark the play. 
Prologue. For vs and for our Tragedie, 
oo | Heere ftooping to your clemencie, 
We begge your hearing patiently, 
Ham, \sthis a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 
Oph, Tisbreefe my Lord. 


104 Ham, As womans loue. 
Enter King and Queene. 
t King, Full thirtie times hath Phebus cart gone round 


F Neptunes fale wath, and Tellus orb’d the ground, 
And thirtie dofen Moones with borrowed fheene 


168 About the world haue times twelue thirties beene 
Since loue our harts, and Hymex did our hands 
170 ‘Vnite comutuall in moft facred bands. 


Quee: So many ioutneyes may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs agame count ore ere louc be doone, 
But woe is me, you are,fo ficke of late, 
4/74 So farre from cheere, and from onr former flate, 
‘Thae I diftruft you, yet though I diftruft, 
176 | Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing mutt. 














Hoboyes play. The dumbe foew enters. 

Enter a King and Queene, very louingly ; the Qucene embra- 
cing him, She kneeles and makes thew of Proteftation vnto 
him. He takes ber up, and declines bis head upon her neck, 
Layes bir downe upon a Banke of Flowers. She {ceing him 
a-fleepe, leaues him. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off bts 
Crowne, kiffes it,and powres payfon inthe Kings cares, and 
Exits, The Queene returnes, findes the King dead. and 
makes paffionate Aion. The Poyfoner, with forme two or 
three Mutes comes in againe, (ceming to lament with her. 
The dead body ts carried away: The Poyfoner Wooes the 
Queene with Gifts, fhe feemes loath and umwilling awbile, 
but in theend,accepts bis loue, Exeunt 


Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ? 

Ham, Marry this is Miching (Malicho, that meanes } 
Mifcheefe. 

Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 
Play ? 

Ha We fhall know by thefe Fellowes: the Players 
cannot keepe connfell, they’! cell all. 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham, 1,or any fhew that you'l fhew him. Bee nor 
youafham’d to fhew, heel not fhame to tell you whar it 
meanes. 

Ophe. Youare naught, you are naught, Ie marke the 
Play. 

Enter Prologue. 
For vs, and for our Tragedie, 
Heere flooping to your Clemencie: 
We beg ge your hearing Patientlies 
Ham, \sthis a Prologuc,or the Pocfie of a Ring? 
Ophe. ‘Tisbriefe my Lord. 
Ham. As Womans Joue. 


Enter King and bis Queene, 
King,Full chircie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes fale Wath, and Tellus Orbed ground: 
And thirtic dozen Moones with torrowed theene, 
About the World haue times twelue thirties beene, 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did ous hands 
Vnite comutuall,in moft facred Bands. 
Bap. So many iournies may the Sunne end Mcene 

fake vs againe count o’re, ere loue be done. 
But woe ise, you are fo ficke of late, 
So farce from cheere,end from your forme tate, 
That I diftraft you: yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomforc you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 


Prince of Denmarke. 


For women feare too much, enen as they loue, 
And womens feare and loue hold quantitie, 
Eyther none, in neither ought, or in extremitie, . 
Now what my Lordis proofe hath madeyouknow, 
And as my loueis ciz’d, my feare is fo, 
Where loue is great, the litlelt doubts are feare, 
Where little feares grow great, great love growes there. 
King. Faith 1 mutt leane thee loue, and thortly to, 
My operant powers their fanions leaue to do, 
And chou fhale livein this faire world behind, 
Honord, belou’d, and haply oneas kind, 
For husband fhalt thou. 
Luee. O confound the ref, 
_ Such loue muft needes be treafon in my breft, 
In fecond husband let me be accusft, 


‘The inftances that fecond marriage moue 
Are bafe refpeéts of thrift, but nonc of loue, 
A fecond time I kill my husband dead, 
‘When fecond husband kiffes mein bed. 

ies: I doe belieue you thinke what now you fpeake, 
Buc what we doe determine, oft we breake, 
Parpofeis but the flauc to memorie, 
Of violent birth, but poore validitie, 
‘Which now the fruite vnripe Nicks on the tree, 
But fall vnfhaken when they mellow bee. 
Moft neceffary tis chat we forget 
To pay our felues what to our felues is debt, 
Whar to our felues in pafsion we propofe, 
The pafsion ending, doth the purpofe lof, 
The violence of cyther, griefe, or ioy, 
Their owne ennaétares with themfclues deftroy, 
Where ioy moft revels, griefe doth moft lament, 
Greefe ioy, ioy griefes, on {lender accedent, 
‘This world is not foraye, nor tisnot ftrange, 
‘That euen our loues hould with our fortunes changes 
For tis a queftion left vs yet to proue, 

‘Whether louelead fortune, or els fortune loue. 





‘The great man downe, you marke aca Ayes, 
ws 





i None wed the fecond, but who kild the firft, Flam. That’s | 190 


wormwood 
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_ For womens Fare and Loue, holds quantite, 
Inneither ought,or in extremity : 
Now what my louc is,proefe hath made you know, 
And asimy Loue is fiz'd, my Feare is fo. 
King. Faith j muft leaue chee Love,snd fhortly too: - 
My operant Powers my Fundtions leaue to do: 
Aad thou fhale live rn chis faire world behinde, 
Honeur'd, belau’d, and haply,one as kinde. 
For Husband fhalt thou——— 
Bap. Oir confound there: 
Such Louc, mult neces be Treafon in my breft : 
In Second Husband, let me be accurlt, 
None wed the fecond, but who kill'd the fir 
Han. Wormacod, Wormwcod. 
Baot. The infznces thatlecond Marriage moue, 
Are bafe refoests of Thrift, bit none of Loue, 
A fecond time, I killamy Husband dead, 
When fecond Husband kiffes mein Bed. 
Kinz. Ido delzene you. Think what now you p sak: 
Bur what wed>deteunine, oft we breake: 
Purpofeis but the flaue to Memoricy 
Of vivlent Birth, duc poore validities 
Which now hke Freate varipe flickes onthe Tree, 
Buc fall vnfhak enywhenthey meilow bee, 
Moft neceflary ‘cis, chat se forgce 
To pay our felucs, what to our clucsis cebr: 
W hae to our felues in palfion we propole, 
The paffion ending, doch the pur pofe lote. 
The violence cfuzher Greefe or ioy,’ 
Their owne ennactors with themiciues deflroy : 
Where Joymoit Reuels, Greete doth meft lamen: ; 
Greefeioyes, loy grecees on flensicr accident, 
This worldis not for ays, nor "tis not ftrange 
That even our Loues fhould with oir Fortunes change. 
Fortis queilion left vs yetto prove, 
Whether Lone ‘esd Fertune,or clie Fortune Loue,. 
The great man down2,you marke his fouourives fies, 
2 : ee eee 
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AL be L ragedte of Eamilet 
The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 
And hetherto doth loue on fortune tend, 
For who not needes, fhall neuer lacke a friend, 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Diredlly feafons him his enemy. 
But orderly to end where Ibegunne, 
Oor wills and fates doe fo contrary runne, 
That our deuifes {till are ouerthrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none ofour owne, 
So thinke thou wile no fecond husband wed, 
But die chy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 
Quee. Nor earth to me giuc foode, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 
To defperation turne my truft and hope, 
And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope, 
Each oppofite that blancks the face of joy, 
Meete what 1 would haue well, and it deftroy, 
Both heere and hence purfue me lafting ftrife, Ham. Ifthe fhould 
If once] be a widdow, euer I bea wife, breake it now. 
King. Tis deeply fworne, {weet leaue me heere a while, 
My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepe. 
Qluce, Sleepe rock thy braine, 


- And neuer come mifchance betweene vs twaine. Exeunt. 


Ham, Madam, how like you this play 2 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much mee.thinks, 

Ham. O but thee'le keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t? 

Ham. No,no,they do butieft, poy(on inieft,no offencei'th w-nld. 

King. What doe you call the play 2 

Ham. The Mcufetrap, mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
of a murther doone in Veenna, Gonzagois the Dukes name, his wife 
Baptista, you thall {ee anon, tis a knauith peece of worke,but what of 
thac? your Maieftic, and wee that hauc free foules, it couches vs not, 
let the gauled Jade winch, our withers are vawrong. Thisisone Lx- 
cianus, Nephew to the K ing, 

Enter Luctanns, 
Oph, You are as good as a Chorus my Lord, 
Haus, I could interpret betweene you and your loue 


“=~ 








NE -- = = 
The poore alvane’d, makes Triends of Enemies : { 
Aad hitherze doth Lous on Fertune tend, 

For who soz needs, stil never Lacke a Frend : 

And who in wants hoilov; Friend doth try, 

Dive dsly feafons him h:s Encmie. 

Bur orderiy to end, where F begua, 


Our Willies aad Fares de fo controsy rua, 
That our Devices Mill are oucschrowne, 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
Sothinterhou wi'tno feccond Husband wed. 
Bur die thy thowg!.ts when thy firft Lord is dead, 

Bep. NorEartiv to giue me food, ror Heaven light, 
Sy or: and rej 0°¢ lo: ke froin me day and night : 
Each cppefiterha: biankes the face of ioy, 
Pieee whae Iweu'd haue well,end it deftroy s. 

Jeth heereand hence, purfuc ae lafting flisfe, 

Ifoncea WV.ddow, ener] be Wife. 

Tian, Utne facuid breake it now, 

ia, Fis deepsly Swoeme: 
Cu. 028, Teele C8c2 3 While, 
My fcitis 2cove dull, and feine I would beguile 
Tire tetons sy wich fleepe. 

Ot. Skeepe »ovke thy Beaine, Sleepes 
And neuter ceret ecichenceberweene vstwaine, = Exit 

Tina. Medar,ow! ke you thisPiay? 

O'n, The Laas pretelts to much me thirkes, 

Face, Of bur tl:e i keepe hee word. 
, Riot, Esue you beard ue Argument, is there no OF- 


ecuce Imsf 


Hea. No no, they do burictt, poyfon in ie, no Of- 











fencei'th’world. 
King. What do you call the Play? - 
Ham. The Moule-trap : Marry how? Trepically : 
| This Play is the Image ofa murder donc in Mienna: G, 
zago isthe Dukesname, his wife Baprifa : you thail fe 
anon; 'tisa knanifh peeceofworke : But wh2ro'thar? 
Your Maicflic, and wee that haue freefoules, ir couches 
vs noc; iet the gail diade winch:our withers are vntung 
Enter Lucianus, 1 
This is one Lecianses nephew to the Kine, 
Ophe. You area good Chorus my Lord, 
Lam, I could interpret betweene you and yous leue: 


0 a 8. ee ee 


Prince of Denmarke. 


If] could fee the puppets dallying. 

Oph, You are keene my lord, youare keene. 

Ham, It would coft you a groning to take off mineedge, 

Oph. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands, Beginne murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking Rauen doth bellow 
for revenge. 
~ Lac. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugges fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderat feafon els no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranck, of midnight weedes colleéted, 
VVith Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice inucéted, 
Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

On wholfome life vfurpsimmediatly. 

- Ham, A poyfons him i’th Garden for his eftate, his names Gonza- 
go, the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italian, you thall fee 
anon how the murtherer gets the louc of Genzagoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee, How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Gine ore the play. 

King. Giue me fome light, away, 

Pol. Lights, lighes, lights, Exeunt all but Ham, e Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrooken Deere goe weepe, 

The Hart vngauled play, 
For fome mutt watch while fome muf fleepe, 
Thus runnesthe worldaway, Would not this fir & a forreft of fea~ 
thers, ifthe reft of my fortunes turne Turk with me, with prouinciall 
Rofes on my raz'd fhooes, get me afellowhhip in a cry. of players ? 
Hora, Halfea thare. 
Hem. Avhole onel. 
For thou dooft know oh Damon deere 
This Realme difmantled was 
Of Jone himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
A very very paiock. 

Hora. You might haue rym’d. 

Ham. O good Horatio, Ye take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound, Did’ft perceiue? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Vpon the talke of the poyfhing. 

Hor. 1 did very well note him. 

Hz 





_ And now reianes heere. 
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if 1 tould ice the Puppets dallying. 
Orhe. Yau are keene my Lord you are teene, 


= 


Hem, liwould coft youa sroanung, to take off my] — 









Oke, Still beter and worfe. 
Hea, So you n.fake Husbands. 
Begin Murdezer. Pox, lezue thy damnable Faces, and 
hepia. Come,the crozking Reuen doth bellow for Re. 
lige. 
Leesa. Thoughts blacke, hands <pt, 
Dragees fit, and ime agreeing ; 
Contedersee featon, elfe no Creature fecing : 
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds collefed, 
Wish Hecats Ban, thrice blafed, chrice infe@ted, 
Thy nacuratl Magicke,and dire propertie, 
Ou wholfome life, vintpe immediately, 
Powres the poyfon mis enres. 
Hint. He peyfons hia i'th’Cardea for’s efate: His 
name's Guxaaco: the Story is extant and writ in choyce 
Iralian. You fhish {ce ancu how the Murthsrer gers the 
lone of Gozx479's wits, 
Ophe. Tine Hing rites. 
Ham, Vohatw frighted with fate fire, 
Qu, How fares nny here? 
Pot, Giueote rhe Pisy- 
Kisg. Giueme foe Light, Away,’ : 
4d. Lighss, Lights, Lights. Exiant | 
Atanet Camilet c& lToratia. 
Ham. Why lex the firucksn Deere go weepe, 
The Hart yrgalled play : 
For fonre 2.04! watch, white fome mut fleepes 
Serunnes the world awsy, 
Veouldnotthis Sir,and a Forreft ef Feathers, if the reft of 
my Forrunes tutne Turke with me; with ewo Proninciall 
Rofes on my rac’d Shooes, petme a Fellov-fhip ia a crie 
of Players fir. 
Hor. Valfeathare, 
Ham. Avheleene I, 
For thou deft know: Oh Damen deere, 
This Realme difmsniled was of louc himfelfe, 


A verie veric Paiocke. 
Hera. You might haue Rim'd. 
/fam, Ol ovod Horatio, Me take the Ghofts word for} 
athoufand pound. Did'ft perceius? 
Hora. Verie well my Lord, 
Ham. Vponthe talke ofthe poyfoning? 
Flora. I did verie well note him. 
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Dhe Tragedte of Hamlet 
Ham. Ah ha, comefome mufique, come the Recorders, 
For if the King like not the Comedie, 
Why then belike he likesit not perdy, 
Come, fome mufique, 
Enter Rofencraus and Guyldenfterne. 
Gul. Good my Lord, voutfafe mea word with you. 
Ham. Siva Sala hiftorie. 
f, The King fir, 

Ge I fir, ae ofhim ? 

Guyl. Isin his retirement meruilous diflempred, 

Ham, With drinke fir? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller, 

Ham. Your wiledome fhould theweit felfe more richer to fignifie 
this to the Doétor, for, for mee ta put him tohis purgation, would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller, 

Guyl. Good my Lord pat your dicourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not (0 wildly from my affaire, 





. Ham. Lam tame fir, pronounce, 


Guyl, The Queene your mother in moft gteatafHidtion of fpirit, 
hath fent meto you, 

Han. Youare welcome. 

Guyl, Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breede, if 
it fhall pleafe you to make me a wholfome aunfwere , Iwill doe your 
mothers commaundement, ifnot, your pardon and my returne, fhall 
be the end of bufines. 

Ham, SirT cannot. 

Rof, What my Lord, 

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difea(d, but fir, fuch 
anfwere as lean make, you fhall commaund, or ratheras you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay, 

Rof- Then thus fhe fayes, your behauiour hath ftrooke her into ae 
smazement and adimiration. ‘ 

Ham, O wonderfulfonne that can fo fonifh a mother, butis there 
no fequell at the heeles of this mothers admiration, impart. ; 

Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed, 

Ham, We thall obey, were fhe ten times our mother, haue you any 
further trade with vs? 

Rof. My Lord, you once did Joue me, 

Ham, And doe fill by thefe pickers and ftealers. 














Ry, 





Enter Rolincrance and Guildenflerne. 
Jam Oh ha? Come fome Mufick.Come j Recorders 
For ifthe King likenoethe Comedie, 
Why then belike helikes it not psrdi¢. 
Comme fome Muficke. 


Cxild Good my Lord, vouchfafe mea word with you 


Ham 
Ham. Sit,awhelc Hiltory.° 


Guild, The King, fir. 

Ham. 3 Gic,what of bina ? 

Guild. fs in his retyrement, maruellous diflemper'd. 

Ham, With drinke Sir ? 

Guild, Nomy Lord,rather with choller. 

Ham. Your wiledome thould fhow it felfe-more ri- 
cher, to fignifie this to his Doétox: tor for me to pat him 
tahis Purgation, would perhaps plundge hin into farre 
more Cholier. ; 

Guild. Good my Lord put your difcourfe into foms 
frame,and (tare not fo wildely from my affayre. 

Ham. 1am tame Sit,pronennce. 

Gould. The Queens your Mother, in moft great affti- 
&ion of fpiric, hach fent mcto you. 

Ham. Youore weicone. 

Guild, Nay, gcod my Lord, this courtefic is not of 
the right breed, ir ic {hall pieafe you comake mea whol- 
fome antwer, I willdos your Mothers command’ment : 
if not. your pardon, ani my rcicmne Mali bee the end of 
my Bufinefc. 

‘Ham. Sir, ] cannor. 

Geld Whatuny Lord? 

Ham. Make you awholfomse anfwere: my wits dif- 
easd. Bet fir, fuch amtwersas I can wnake,you fhal com 
mand ; or eather you lay, my Mother : therfore ne more 
butto thematter. My Mother you fay. 

Rojim, Then thus fhe fayes : your benauior hath firoke 
her inte amazement,and adeniraiion, 

Ham. Oh wonderfull Senne, chatcan fo aftonifh 2 
Mosher. Buris there no feqychi as the heeles of this Mo- 
thers admiration 

Rofin. She defices to fpzake with you inher Cloffer, 
ere you vo to bed. 

Ham, We fi ll obey, were the ten times our Mother. 
Haue you any turcher Trade with vs ? 

Rofia, My Lord,you once didioueme. 

Ham, Soldo fill, by thef pickers and ftealers. 


| 
! 








Prince of Denmarke. 

Rof. Good my Lord, whatis your caufe of diftemper, you do fure- 
ly barre the doore vpon your owne liberty if you deny your gricfes to 
your friend, : 

Ham, Sit Vacke aduauncement. 

Rof. How can that be, when you haue the voyce of the King him: 
felfe for your fuccefsionin Denmarke. 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham, 1 fir, but while che graffe growes, the pronerbe is fomething 
mutfty, 6 the Recorders, let mee fee one , to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to recouer the wind of mee, as if you would driue 
me into a toyle? 

Guyl, O my lord,ifmy duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerly. 

Ham, 1 do not wel vnderftand that, wil you play ypon this pipe? 

Gayl. My lord I cannot. 

Ham. 1 pray you. 

GuyZ, Beleeue me] cannot, 

Ham, 1 doe befeech you. 

Gul. Uknow no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham, Itisas cafieaslying szouerne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giucit breath with your mouth, & it wil difcourfe 
moft eloquent mufique, looke you; thefe are the ftops. 

Guil. But thefe cannot 1 commaund to any vetrance of harmonie,I 
haue not the skill. 

Ham, Why lookeyou now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mee, you would feeme to know my Rops, 
you would plucke out the hart of my miftery, you would found mee 
from my loweft note to my compaffe,and there is much mufique ¢x- 
cellent voyce in this little organ,yet cannot you make it peak, s’bloud 
ee youthink T am eafier Ke be med on then a pipe; call mee what in- 

rument you wil, though you fret me not,you cannot play ypon me. 
God bleffe you fir, Ee beh 

Enter Pofontus, 

Pol. My Lord, the Queene would fpeake with you, & prefently. 

Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd that’s almoft in (hape of a Camdl ? 

Pol, By’th maffe and tis, like a Camell indeed, 

Ham. Mee thinks itis like a Wezell, 

Pol, Itis backtlikea Wezell, 

Ham, Or likea Whale, 

Pol, Very like a Whale, 

Ham. Then. 
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Ra42. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of ciflem- 
per? Yeu do frecly barre the coore of your owne Lider- 
tic, if you deny your greefes to your Friend, 

Ham. Sir llacke Advancement. 

Rofiu. How can that be,when you hauc the voyce of 
the King himfelfe, for your Succcflion in Denmarke? 

Ham, I,bat while the graffe growes, the Prouerbe is 
fomething mufly . 
Exter one with a Recorder. 
Othe Recorder, Let me {ce,to withdraw wich you,why 
do you go abouttorecouerthe windcofmee, 2s if you 
would dritze me intoa toyle ? 

Guild, O mz Lezd, it my Dstie be too bald my love 
is (0.0 ¥YnManncriy. 

Ham. Ido not weil vadsr2and thac. Will youplay 
vpon this Pipe? 

Guild. tAy Lord, I canaot. - 

Ham, [pray you. 

Guild, Belecue me.I cannot. 

Har. I dobcfeech you. 

Guild, Lisnow no touch ofit,my Lord. 

Hem, ‘Visas eafie as lying : gouernethefe Ventiges 
With your finger andthumbe, give it breath with your 
Mouth, and it will difcourfe moft excellent Muficke. 
Looke you, thefe are the ftoppcs. 

Guild, Butthete cannot | command to any vtterance 
ofhermony. I have not che skiil. 

Ham, Why looks you now, how vnworthy ¢ thing 


you make of me : you would play vpon mee; you would 
{ecroc to know my flops: you vould pluck our the heart 
of my Myfterie ; you would found mée from my lowelt 
Note,tothe cop of my. Compaffe: and thereis much Mu- 

ficke, excellent Voice, in thuslittle Organe, yee cannot 
you makeiz. Why doyouthinke, that! am cafierto bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inflsument you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me, God 
blefic you Sir. 

Enter Polonius, 


Polen, My Lord;the Queene would {peak with you, 
and prefgnely. 

Ham, Do you fee that Clowd? that’s almoftin fhape 
like a Camell, 

Pelon, By’th’Miffe, and it’s like a Camel] indeed, 

Ham, Methinkes itis ikea Weazell. 

Polon. Iris back’dlikea Weaze)l, 

Ham, Orlikea Whale? 

Polen, Verie like a Whale. 
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Ihe Tragedte of Hamlet 
Then I will come to my mother by and by, 
‘They foole me to the top of my bent, I will come by & by, 
Leaue me friends. 
T will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 
Tis now the very witching time of night, 
‘When Churchyards yawne, and hell it felfe breakes out 
Contagion to this world: now could I drinke hote blood, 
And doe fach bufines as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on: foft, now to my mother, 
O hart loofe not thy nature, let not euer 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bofome, 
Let me be cruell, not ynnaturall, 
I will {peake dagger to her, but vfe none, 
My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites, 
How in my words fomeuer the be fhent, © 
To giue them feales neuer my foulé confent, Exit. 


Enter King, Rofencraus, and Guyldensterne. 
King, Tike him not, nor ftands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 
TL your commiffion will forth-with difpatch, 
And he to England fhall along with you, 
The termes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazerd fo neer’s as doth hourely grow ; 
Out of his browes, 
Guyl. Weill our felues prouide, 
Moft holy and religious feare it is 
To keepe thafe many many bodies {afe 
That live and feede vpon your Maieftie, 
Rof. The fingle and peculier life isbound 
With all the firength and armour of the mind 
To keepecit felfe fen noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, vpon whofe weale depends and tefts 
The liues of many, the ceffe of Maieftie 
Dies not alones but like a gulfe doth draw | 
What's neercit, with it, or it isa malsie wheele 
Fixt on the fornet of the higheft mount, 
To whofe hough fpokes, tenne thoufand leffer things | 
Are mosteift and adtoynd, which when it falls, 





Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by ana by: 
They foole me tothe cop of my Dent, 
] wiil come by and by. 
Polen. I will (ay fo. Exit. 
biz. By and by, isesfily faid. Leaue me Friends: 
"Tis now the verie witching tinie of nighr, 
When Churchyards yawne,and Hell it felfe breaths ove 
Cenragion tothis world, New could Idriak hot Lloed, 
Aad do fuch bitter buhneffe as the day 
Woeld quake to locke on, Sot now,tomy Mether : 
Oh Hare, loofe not thy Norure ; Ictnot cuer 
The Soule of Avera, enter ths firme bofeme : 
Lerme be crucil, not varatercil, 
I will fpeake Daggers to her, hut vf none: 
My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites. 
How in my words fomeucr fhe be fhenz, 
To give them Seales, never my Soule confer. 
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Enter King ,Refixcrance and Guilder feerizs. 

King. 3 like hin not, nor ttands it fafe with vs, 
To leihis madneflerange. Therefore prepare you, 
T your Commiflion will forchwith difpatch, 
And he to England hall along with you: 
The termes of our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fodangerous as doth hourely grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild, Wewill our fclues prouide: 
Moft holic and Religious feareit is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feede vpon your Maieftie. 

Rofin. The fingle 
— Aad peculiar life is bound 
With all the Rrength and Armour of the minde, 
To keepe it felfe from noyance : but much more, 
That Spirit, vpon whofe {pirit depends and refts 
The lizes of many, the ceafe of Maieftie 
Dies not alone; but like a Gulfe doth draw 
What's neereit, withic, Itisamaffie wheele 
Fixt on che Somnet of the higheft Mount, 
To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand leffer things 
Are miortiz'd and adioyn'd : which when it falles, 








Prince of Denmarke. 

Each fmall annexment petty confequence 
Attends che bere raine, neuer alone 
DidtheKing figh, butagenerall grone. 

King, Arme you] pray youto this fpeedy viage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Rof Wewillhaftvs,  Exeant Gent. 


Enter Polonins. 
Pol, My Lord, hee’s going to his mothers clofer, 
Behind the Arras Pleconuay my felfe. 
Tio hearethe proceffe, Ple warrant fhee’letax him home, 
Andasyou fayd, and wifely was it fayd, 
Tis meete that fome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parciall, fhould ore-heare 
The soeeih of vantage} farre you well my Leige, 
Fie call vpon you ere you goeto bed. 
And tell youwhat I knowe. Exit. 
King. Thaokes deere my Lord. 
O ny offence is ranck, it {mels to heaucn, 
Ithath the primall eldeft curfe vppont, 
A brothers murther, pray can I not, 
Though inclination beas fharp as will, 
My flronger guilt defeats my flrong entent, 
And like a man to double bafsines bound, 
I ftand in paufe where] fhail firft beginne, 
And both negleét, what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood, 
Is there not raine enough in thefweete Heauens 
To wash it white as {nowe, whereto ferucs mercy 
But to confrontthe vifage of offence ? 
And what's in prayer but this two fold force, 
To be foreftalled erewe come to fall, 
Or pardon being downe,then Ile looke vp. 
My faulsis paft, buc oh what forme of prayer 
Can ferue my turne, forgiueme my foule murther, 
That cannot be fince I am ftill poffeft 
Of thofe effeéts for which I did the murthers 
My Crowne, mineowne a and my Queene$ 
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Bach (mall annexment, pettie confe quence 
Attends the boyftrousRuine. Neuer alone 
Did the King lighe, but with 2 genersll grone. 
King. Armeyou, | pray you to this fpeedie Voyzce; 
For we will Fetters put wponthis feare, 





a 
Whichnow goes toa free-footed. 
Both. We willhaftevs. Exveant Gert. 
’ Enter Polonists. 


Pol. My Lord,he’s going to his Mothers Cloffet: 
Behinde the Arras Ile conuey my felfe 
To heare the Proceffe. Ile warrant fhee'l tax lzim hone, 
And as you faid, and wifely was ir faid, 
Tis meete that fome more audience then a Mother, 
Since Nature makes tliem partiall, fhould o’re-heare 
The fpeech of vantage. Fare you well my Liege, 


lle call vpon you ere you goto bed, 
Andel! you what 1 know. 





King. Thankes deere my Lord. 


Oh my offencc is ranke, it fmels to heaven, 


It hath che primall eldeft curfe vpon’r, 


| A Brothers marcher. Pray can I not, 


Though inclination be as fharpeas will: 
My fronger guilt,defeats my [trong intent, 
And like aman co double bufineffe bound, 


| 1 ftand in paufe where I fhall irt begin, 


And both negle&; what ifthis curfed hand 

Were thicker then ic felfe with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Raine enoughinehe fweet Heauens 

To wahhit white as Snow ? Whereto ferucs mercy, 
Batto confront the vifage of Offence? 

And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 

To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d being downe? Then Ilelooke vp, 

My faultis paft. But oh, what forme of Prayer 

Can ferue my turne? Forgiue me my foule Murther : 
That cannot be, fince I am [till pofictt 

Of thole effeés for which I did the Murther. 

My Crowne, mine owane Ambition,and my Queene: 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
May onebe pardond and retaine th’offence? 
Inthe corrupted currents of this world, 
Offences outided hand may fhowe by iuftice, 
el 


And oft tis feenethe wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the lawe, but tis not fo aboue, 
There is no fhufling, there the ation lies 

In his true nature, and we our (elues compeld 
Fuen to the teeth and forhead of our faules 
To giuein euidence, what then, whatrefts, 
Try what repentance can, what can it not, 
Yee what can it, when one cannot repent? 

O wretched ftare, 6 bofome blacke as death, 
Olimed foule, that ftruggling tobe free, 
Artmoreingageds helpe Angels make aflay, 
Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with ftrings of fteale, 
Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 
Allmay be well. 


Enter Hamlet. 

Ham, Now might] doe it, but now aisa praying, 
And now Ile doo’t,and fo a goes to heauen, 
And {foam I reuendge, that would befcand 
Avillaine kills my father, and for that, 
J his fole fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 
Why, this is bafe and filly, not renendge, 
A tooke my father grofly full of bread, 
Withal! his crimes braod blowne, as Auth as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes faue heauen, 
Butin our circumftance and courfe of chought, 
Tis heauy with him : and am I chen revendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 
When heis fit and feafond for his paflage? 


No. 

Vp{word, and knowe thou a more horrid hene, 
When heis drunke, a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Or inth’inceftious pleafure of his bed, 

At game a {wearing, or aboutfome act 


That has no relifh of faluation in’t, 








May one be pardoi'd,and recaine th’oftence? 
Inthe corrupted currants of this world, 
Offences gilded hand may fhowe by Iuftice, 
Aad ofc’tis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes cut che Law; but 'tisnot foaboue, 
There is no fhuffling, there the Adtion lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell'd 
Euen co the tecth and forehead of our faulrs, 
To gitte in euidence, What then? What refts? 
Try what Repentance can. What can itnor? 
Yet wiat can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wreeched fate! Oh bofome, blackeas death! 
Oh limed foulc, that {trugling co he free, 
Art more ings9'd: Helpe Angels, make aflay : 
Bow ftubborne knecs,and ieare with Rrings of Steele, 
Be foft as finewes of the uew-bore Babe, 
Allmay be well, 

Luter Tame. 


Hains. Now mivkt I Se itpetnow Leisprayings 
And now He dao’r, aad {9 t- goesia Licaten, 
And foam I eseeny dd sthat would be fcamn ¢, 
A Villaine kii'es my Father, and for that 

his Foule Soans, do this fame Villaine fend 

Yo haanea oh this is hyre ond Sallery,: ¢ Reuenge. 
He touke my Father croffcly, full of bread, 
With all fs: Crames broad blowne,as icth 3s May, 
And how his Audit (tands ,who knowes,faue HHeauen: 
But in our circu mftance and courfe of thought 
*Tis heauie with him: andamI then reueny’d, 
Totzkchim inthe purging of his Soule, 
When heis fic and feafon'd for his paffage ? No. 
| Vp Svrord,snd know thou a mote horrid hent 
‘When he is crunke afleepe: or in his Rage, 
Or inth’inceftuous pleafure of his bed, 
At paming, fwearing,or sbout fome adte 
~ That ha’s no rellifh of Saluation in’, 


—— 


| Prince of Denmarke. 


Then trip him that his heels may kick at heavens 
And that his foule may be as damnd and black 
As hell whereto it goes$ my mother ftaies, 
This phifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. Exit. 
King, My words fly vp, my thoughts remaine belowe 
Words without thoughts neuer toheauen goc. = Exit. 


Enter Gertrard and Polonins. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay hometo him, 
Tell him his prancks haue beene too braod to beare with) 
And tharyour grace hath fcreend and ftood betweene 
Much heate and him, Ile filence meeuen heere, 

Pray you be round. : 


Enter Hamlet. 
Ger. Lle wait you, feare me not, 
With-drawe, Iheare him comming, 
Han. Now mother, what's the matter ? 
Ger. Hamlet, chou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham, Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
Ga. Come, come, you anfwere with an idle tongue. 
Ham, Goe, oe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 
Ga. Why how now Hamlet? 
Ham. What's the matter now ? 
Ge. Haueyouforgotme? 
Han. No by the rood norfo, 
‘You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 
And would ie were not fo, as are my mother. 
Ge. Nay,then Ilefet thofeto you that can fpeake. 
Han. Come, come, and firyou downe, you fhallnotboudee, 
You goe notrill I fetyouvpa glafle = 
Where you may feethe moft part ofyou. 
Ger. What wile thou doe, thou wiltnot murther me, 
Helpe how. 
Pol. ee how helpe. i 
Han. Hownow,a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 
Pd. Olamflaine. et 
Ger. Ome, what haft thou done? 


Ham, Nay Iknowe not, isitthe King? 
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Then trip him, chathis heeles may kicke at Hea-en, 

And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud blacke 

As Hell, wheretoit goes. My Mother ftayes, 

This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit. 
King. My words flyevp,my thoughts remain below, 

Words without thouchts, neuer to Heauen go Exit. 





Enter Queene and Polonins. 
Pol. He will come ftraight : 
Looke you lay home to him, 
Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with, 
And that your Grace hath {eree'nd,and Hoode berweene 
Much heate,andhim, Ile filence me e‘ene heere : 
Pray you be round with him. 
Hamwithin, Mocher,mother, mother, 
Qu. Ie warrant you, feare menot. 
Withdraw, Iheare him comming. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now Mother, what’s the matter? 
Qu. [amlet, thou haft thy Father such offended, 
Ham. Moshet,you have my Pacher much c ftended. 
a, Come,coms, you anfwer with an idlerongue, 
Ham, Go,go,you g¥cflion with an idle tongue. 
fu. Why how now Hamlet? 
ITam. Whats the matter now ? 
£24, Haue you forgot me? 
Sian, Noby the Rood,not fo: 
You are che Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife, 
But would you werenotfo. You aremy Mother. | 
Qu, Nay,then Jle ferthofezo you that canfpeake. | 
Han. Come, come,3nd fit you downe,youfhalinot | 
bondge: 
You gonoctill I {et you vp a glaffe, 
Where you may {ce the inmoft part of you? | 
Qu. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther me? } 
Helpe,helpe,hoa. 
Pel. What hoa,lielpe,helpe, helpe, 
Flam. Cicw now,« Kad dead for a Ducate,dead. 
Pol. Orn Lamilaine. Killss Polon ius. | 
Ves. Oh me,whae haft chou done? | 
Hlam, Noy Lknow not, is itthe King? 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ger. O whatarafh and bloody deede is this. 

Ham, A bloody deede, almoft as bad, good mother 
Askilla King; and marry with his brother. 

Ger. AskillaKing. 

Ham. | Lady, it was my word. 
Thou wrerched, rath, intruding foole farwell, 
I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 
Thou find’ft to be too bufie is (ome danger, 
Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, 
And let me wring your hart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penitrable ftuffe, 
3fdamned cuftome haue not brafd it fo, 
That it be proofe aud bulwark againft fence. 

Ger. Whathaue J done, that thou dart wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me? 

Ham. Suchan act 
That blurres the graceand blufh of modefty, 
Cals vertue hippocrit,takes of the Rofe 
From the faire forhead of an innocent loue, 
And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfeas dicers oathes, 6 fuch a deede, 
As from the body of contraétion plucks 
The very foule, and {weer relition makes 
A rapfedy of words ; heauens face dooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compound maffe 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Isthought fick at the a& 

Quee. Ay me, what aét? 

Ham. Thatroares fo low’d ,and thunders in the Index, 
Looke heere vpon this Piéture, and on this, 
The counterfeit prefentment of wo brothers, 
See what a grace was feated on this browe, 
Hiperions curles, the front of fone himfelfe, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 
A Ration like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted onaheaue,a ening hill, 
A combination, and a forme indeede, 
Where euery God did feeme to fet his (eale 
To giuethe world affuranceofa mao, 


This 











in an 
As from the body of Contraction pluckes 


QO Olwhat arafh,and bloody deedis this? 
Hum. bloody deed,almottasbad good Mosher, 
As kill a Kieg,ard marrie with his Brother. 
On. Ashillaiving? 
Tfam. & Laely,’tvsas my word. 
Thou wietched, ofp, intruding foole farewell, 
Trook-rhee for thy Betters, take chy Fortune, 
Thou fiad’tt co be coo bufic,is fome danger. | 
Leune wringing of yourhands, peace, fit youdowne, 
And let ae weing yeur heart, for fo I fhall 
if it Le mode of penetrable Guffe; 
it dacone-d Cuftome hawe nox braz'd it fo, 
Thar ic ie proofeand bulwarke ag 1inft Senfe. 
Ou What heue 1 done, that chou dart wag thy con 
In nofe fo rudeagainft me? 
Hans. Suchi an A& 
ther bluseas che grace and blufh of Modefiic, 
Cuis ¥ ercue Hypocrite, takes offehe Rofe 
Frou the faire Forehead of sn innocent ioue, 
Aud makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowes- 
As talieas Dicers Oathes. Oh fucha deed, 
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The very foule, and {weete Relig ion makes 


Arapfidie of words. Heauens tace doth glow, 


Yeathis folidity and compound maffe, 


With triftfull vilage as against the doome, 


Isthought-ficke atthe act. : 
Qu, Aye mic ; whatack, that roares fo lowd, & thun- 

ders in the Index. 
Ham Looke heere wpon this Pifture.and on this, 

The counterfet prefentment oftwo Brothers: 

See what a grace was feated on his Brow, j 

Hyperions curles, the front of Jouchimfelfe, 

Aneye like Mars, to threaten or commiand 

A Station, likethe Herald Mercurie 

New lighted ona heauen-kiffing bill : 

A Combination, anda forme indeed, 

Where every God did feeme to fechis Seale, 

To givethe world affurance ofaman. 











Prince of: Denmarke. 


This was your husband, looke you now what followes, 
Heereis your husband like a mildewed eare, 
Blafting his wholfome brother, haue you eyes, 
Could you on this faire mountaite leaue to feede, 
And batten on this Moore ; ha, haue you eyes ¢ 
You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits vppon the iud gement, and whatiudgement 
‘Would ftep from thisto this, fence fure youe hau 
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplexct, for madnefle would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral’d 
But it referu'd (ome quantity of choife 
To ferueinfucha didceae what deuill waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodman blind; 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without fight, 
Eares without hands, or eyes, {melling fance all, 
Or buta fickly part ofone true fence 
Could not fo mope :6 fhame where is thy blufh? 
Rebellious hell, 
If thou canft mutinein a Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And meltin her owne fire, proclaimeno fhame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge, 
Since froftit(elfe as a€tiuely doth burne, 
And reafon pardons will, 
Ger. O Hamlet {peake no more, 
Thou turnft my very eyes into my foule, 
And there I feefuch Blacke and greeued {pots 
As will leaue there their tin’&. 
Ham, Nay butto live 
Inthe ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying, and making loue 
Ouer the nafty ftie, 
Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 
Thefewords like daggers enter in my eares, 
No more fweete Hamlet, 
Ham, A murtherer anda villaine, 
A flaue that is not twentith pare thekyth 
I 
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This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heere is your Husband, hike 3 Mildew'd eare 
Blafting his wholfom breath, Hauc you eyes? 
Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feed, 
And batten on this Moore? Ha? Haue you eyes? 
You cannot call it Louc ; For at your age, 
The hey-day in the dlood is tame, it’s humble, 
And waites vpon the Judgement : and what Judgement 
Would ftep from this, to chis ?. What diuell was’t, 
That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde? 
OShame ! where is thy Blufh ? Rebellious Hell, 
li thou canft mutine ina Matrons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Vestue be as waxe, 
And melt in her owne fire. Proclaime no fhame, 
When the compulfiue Ardure giues tle charge, 
Since Froft it felfe, as aQiuely doth burne, 
As Reafon panders Will. 

Qu. O Hamlet, {pcaze no more. 
Thou turn’tt mineeycs into my very fovle, 
And there I fee fach blacke and grained {pots, 
As will not leaue their Tinét. 

Ham, Nay, but toliue 
In the rankeiweat of snenfcamed bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption; honying and making loue 
Ouer the nafly Stye. 

2. Oh fpeake rome,no more, 
Thete words like Daggers enter in mine cares, 
No more fweet Hemet. 

Ham. A Morde:zer,and a Villaine: 
A Slaue, that isnot ewentieth pate ths tythe 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Of your precedent Lord,a vice of Kings, 
A cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule, 
That froma fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole 
And putitin his pocket, 

Ge. No more. 

Enter Ghoft, 

Ham. AKing of fhreds and patches, 
Saue me and houer ore me with your wings 
You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figure? 

Ger, Alashee’s mad, . 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide, 
That Jap’ftin time and Fasen lets goeby 
Thiimportant acting of your dread command, 6 fay. 

Ghoft. Doe not forget, this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 
O ftep betweene her; and her fighting foule, 
Conceit in weakeft bodies Rrongeft workes, 
Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. Howis itwith you Lady ? 
Ge. Alas howi'ft with you? 
That you doe bend your eye on vacancie, 
And with th‘incorporall ayre doe hold difcourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep, 
And as the fleeping fouldiers in th’alarme, 
Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and Rand an end, 6 gentlefonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diflemper 
Sprinckle coole patience, whereon doc you looke ? 
Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, 
Leaft with this pittious aétion you conuert 
My ftearne effetts, then what ] hauete doe 
Will wanttrue cullour, teares perchance for blood. 
Ger. Towhom doc you fpeake this ? 
Ham. Doe you fee nothing there? 
Ger. Nothin at all, yet all that is I fee, 
Ham, Nor did you nothing heare? 
Ger. No nothing but our fclues. 














Ofyour precedent Lord. AviceofKings, 

A Cutpurfe of the Enipire and the Rule. 

That froma fhelfe the precious Diadem ftole, 

And putit io his Pocket. 
fin. No more. 

Enter Chef. 
Ham. A Kiog of threds and patches. 
Satie me ; snd hourr o’te me with your wings 
You heauenly Guards. What would you gracious figurer 

Qu. Alashe’s nad, ; 

Ham. Do you not come yourtardy Sonne to chides - 
That laps’ in Time and Peffion, lets go by 
Thimportane sing of your dread command ? Oh fay. 

Ghof, Do not forget; this Vifitation 
Isbutto wher thy alntoft blunted purpofe, 

Butlooke, Amazeaient on thy Mother fits; | 
O ftep betweene her, and her fighting Soule, 
Conceic in weakeft bodies, Rrongeft workes. 

Speaketohet Hamlet, = “.. 4 
Ham. How isit with you Lady # . | 
Qs, Alas,how is’t with you? 

That you bend your eye on vacancie, 

And with their corporail ayre do hold difcourfe, 

Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe, 

Andasthe fleeping Soldiours in th’Alarme, 

Your bedded haire, like life in exeremen's, 

Start vp, and ftand an end. Oh gentle Sonne; 

Vpon theheate and flame of thy diftemper 

Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do youlooke ? 
Ham, Onhim,on him: look youhew pale he glares, 

His forme and eaufe conioyn’d, preaching to ftoncs, 

Would makethem capeable. Donot looke vponme, 
L eaft with this picteous action you conuere’ 
My fterne effects : then what I hauc to do, 
Will wane true colour; teares perchance for bioods 
Qu. To who do you fpeake this? 
Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 
Qx, Nothing atall, yet all thatis I fee. _ 
Ham. Nor did younothing heare? ' 
Qu. No,noching bur our felues. 


Prince of Denmarke, 


Han, Why looke you there, looke how it {leales away, 
My father in his habit as he lined, 

Looke where he goes,euen now out attheportall. Exit Ghoff, 

Ger. Thisis the very coynage of yourbraine, 
Thisbodileffe creation extacie is very cunning in. 

Ham, My puleas yours doth temperatly keepe time, 
And makes as healthful! muficke, itis not madnefle 
That J haue vetred, bring me tothe teft, 

And the matter will reword, which madneffe 
Would gambole from, mother for loue of grace, 
Lay not that flattering vnétion to your foule 
That not your trefpatfe bur my madnefle fpeakes, 
Iewill but skin and filme the vicerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infetts vufeene, confefle your felfe to heauen, 
Repent what's paft, auoyd whatis to come, 

And doe not fpread the compoft on the weedes 
Tomake them rancker, forgine me this my vertues 
For in the fatneffe of thefe purfie times 


Vertue it {elfe of vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooefor leaue to doe him good, 
Ger. O Hamlet thou haft cleft my hart in twaine. 
Ham, O throwe away the worfer per of it, 


And leauethe purer with the other halfe, 
Good night, but goenot co my Vacles bed, 
Affine a vertueif’ you haue itnot, 
That montfter cuftome, who all fence doth cate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
Thacto the vfe of ations faire and good, 
Helikewie giues a frock or Linery 
Thatapdly is put on to refraine night, 
And that fhall lend a kind of eafines 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie: 
For vfealmoft can change the ftam pofnature, 
feo citer the deuill, or throwe him out 

ith wonderous poteney :once more ood night. 
And when you aedhiene tobe bleft.” a 
He blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
Tdoe repent ; but heauen hath plead it fo 





Ham.Why look you there: looxe how it leals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he lived, 
Looke whzre he goes euen now our atthe Portall. Exit, 
a. This isthe very coynage of your Braine, 
This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning tn, 
Ham, Exiafie? 
My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepetime, 
And mokes as healchfull Muficke, it isnot madneffe 
That I haue vetered ; bring me co the Teft 
And I thematter will re-weord : which madnszffe 
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Grace, 
‘Lay nota flattering Vnétion to your {cule, 
That not your trefpaffe, but my madacfle Ipeakes! 
It will buc skin and filme the Vicerous place, 
Whil’ft ranke Corruption mining all wichin, 
Infe&ts vnfeene. Confefle your lelfe to Heauen, 
Repent what's paft, auoyd what is to come, 
And do not fpréd the Compolf or the Weedes, 
Tomake them ranke, Porgiue methis my Vertue, 
Fat in the fatnefle of this purfie times," 
Vertue ir felfe, of Vice muft pardon Begge, 
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to dohim good. 
Qu, Oh Hamlet, 
Thou halt clef my heart intwaine. 
Ham. QO throw away the worfer part of it, 
And limethe purer with the other halfe. 
Good night, but go not to mine Vnkles bed, 
Affume a Vertue, if you haueit nor, reftaine co hight; 
And chat fhalllend a kinde of eafineffe 


Tothe nextabftinence. Once more goodnight, 
A | ee ee 4e8t a Oe . 2 ry, | Oe ee, % 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


To punifh mewith this, and this with me, 
That I mnuft be cheir fcourge and minifter, 
J will beftowe him and will anfwere well 
The death 1 gaue him ; fo againe good night 
I muft becruell only tobe kinde, 
This bad beginnes, and worle remaines behind. 
One word more good Lady. 
Ger. What thall 1 doe? 
Ham. Not this by no ineanes thar] bid you doe, 
Letthe blowt King temp’t you againe to bed, 
Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechie kifles, 
Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That] effentially am not in madneffe, 
But mad in craft, were good you let him knowe, 
For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 
Would froma paddack, froma bat, a gib, 
Such deare concerttings hide, who would doe fo, 
No, in difpight offence and fecrecy, 
Vopeg the basket on the houfes top, 
Let the birds fly, and like the famous Ape, 
To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 
And breake your owne necke downe. 
Ger. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I haue no lifeto breath 
What thou haft fayd to me. 
Hum, Umult to England, you knowe that, 
Ger. Alack 1 had forgot. 
Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham. Ther’s letters feald, and my two Schoolefellowes, 
Whom | willeruftas I will Adders fang’d, 
They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way 
And marfhail metoknauery :let it worke, 
For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar, an’t fhall goe hard 
Bur J will delue one yard belowetheir mines, 
And blowe them at the Moone : 6 tis moft fweere 
When in one line two crafts directly meete, 





To punifh me with this, and this with me, 

That I muft Be their Scourge and Minifter. : 
| I will below him, and will anfwer well 

The death I gaue him : fo againt, good ight: 

I muft be cruell, onely co bekinde ; 

Thus bad begins and worfe remaines behinde. 

~ Qu, What thall ido? 

Ham. Nor this by no meanes thiat I bid yous do: 

| Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your checke, call youhis Moufe, 

And [et him for a paire of reechie kiffes; 


en ae a 
Or padling in your necke with his damo’d Fingers, 
Make you co rauell allthis matter out, 
That [ effeatially am not in madnefle, 
But made in craft. "Twere good you lethim know, 
For who that’s buta Queenc, faire, fober, wife, 
W ould from aPaddocke, from a Bat,a Gibbe, 
Such deere concernings hide, -Who would do fo, 
Noin defpight of Senfe and Secrecie, 
Voapegge the Basket onthe houfestop : 
_ Let che Birds fiye, and like the famous Ape 
Totry Concluf ons inthe Basket, creepe 
Andbreake your ownerecke downe. | 
Qu, Be thou affur'd, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life: I have no life to breach 
What thou haft faide to me. 
Ham. 1 cauft to England you know that ? 
Ow, Alackel had forgot : 'Tis fo concluded on. 











: Tv 
———— 
Prince of Denmarke. 
This man fhall et me packing, wi 


leluege the guts into the neighbour roome; 
Morte good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave, 24 
‘Who was in lifea moft foolith prating knaue, 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you, 


Good night mother, Exit. 427 
Ecnter King, and Queene, with Rgfencraus HIV iy 
and GuyldenSterne, x 


King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaues, 
You muff tranflate, tis fie we vnderftand them, 
Where is your fonne ? 

Ger. Beftow this place on vs a lietle while. 
Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I feene tonight 2 

King, What Gertrard, how dooes Hamlet? 

Ger. Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in his lawleffe fit, 

Behind the Arras hearing fomething ftirre, 
Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
Theynfeene good old man. 
‘King. O heauy deede! 
It had beenefo with vs had wee been there, 
His liberticis full of threates to all, 
To you your felfe, to vs, to euery one, 
Alas, how thall this bloody deede be anfwer'd? 
It will be layd to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept thort, reMraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young mans but fo much was our loue, 
We would not vnderftand what was moft fie, 
But like the owner of a foule difeafe 
To keepe it from divulging, lec it feede 
Euen on the pith of life : whereis he gone? 

Ger, To draw apart the body he hath kild, 
Ore whom, bis very madnes like fome ore 
Among a mineral of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done, 

King. O Gertrard, come away, 











Ham. This man fhall fet me packing : 
He lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome, 
Mother goodnight, Indeede this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft graue, 
Whe was inlife, a foolith prating Knaue. 
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you, 
Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Polonins. 
Enter Keng. 

King. There's matters in thefe fighes. 
Thefe profound heaues 
You mult cranflace ; Tis fic we vnderftand them. 
Where is your Sonne? 

Qu. Ah my good Lord, what haue I feene tonight? 

King. What Gertrude? How do's Hamlet ? 

Qu. Mad as the Seat,and winde,when both contend 
| Whichis che Mightier, in his lawleffe fic 
Behinde the Arras, hearing fomething ftirre, 
He whips his Kapier out, anderies a’ Rat, a Rat, 
Andina his brainifh apprehenfion killes 
The vnfeene good old man, 

King. Onheauy deed: 
Ithad bin fo with vs had we beene there: 
His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your felfe, to vs, to every one, 
Alas,how fhall thisbloody decde be anfwered? 
It will bc laide to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, reftrain’d,and out of haunr, 
This mad yong man. But fo much was our loue, 
We would not vnderftand what was moft fir, 
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, 
To keepe it from d.vulging, let's it feede 
Euen on the pith of life. Where is he gone? 

Qu. To draw apartthe body he hath kild, 
Ore whom his very madpeffs like fome Oare 
Among a Minerall of Mettels bafe 
Shewesit felfe pure. He weepes for whatis done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, come away 3 
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{be Tragedie of Hamlet 
The fanne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch, 
But we will thip him hence, and this viledeede 
We mutt with all our Maieftie and skill Enter Rof. & Guia, 
Both countenaunce and excufe. Ho Guyldenflerne, 
Friends both, goe ioyne you withfome further ayde, 
Hamlet in madnes hath Poloniys flaine, 
And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg’d him, 
Goe fecke him out, fpeake fayre, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell 5 I pray you haft in this, 
Come Gertrard, wee'le call vp our wifeft friends, 
And let them know both what we meane to doe 
And whats vntimely doone, 
Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter, 
As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck, 
Tranfports his poyfned thot, may miffe our Name, 
And hit the woundleffe ayre, 6 come away, 
My fouleis full of difeord and dift may. Exeunt, 
Enter Hamlet, Rofencrans, and others, 

Ham. Safely Rtowd,but foft,what noyfe, who calls on Hanslet ? 
O heere they come, 

Ref) What haue you doone my Lord with the dead body? 

Ham, Compoundit with duft whereto tis kin, 

Ref. Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence, 

And beare it to the Chappell, 

Flam. Doenot belecuc it, 

Raf. Beleene what. 

Ham, That I can keepeyour counfaile & not mine owne,befides 
to be demaunded of a fpunge, what replycation thould be made by 
the fonne of a King, 

Ref, Take you me for a fpunge my Lord? ; 

Ham, J fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenaunce,his rewards, his 
authorities, butfuch Officers doe the King beft feruice in the end, he 
keepes them like an apple in the corner of his iaw, firft mouthrd to be 
laft fwallowed, when hee needs what you haue gleand, it is but {quee- 
fing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

Rof. I vnderfland you not my Lord. 

Ham. Lam glad of it, a knauith fpeech fleepes in a foolith eare. 

Rof: My Lord,you mutt tell vs where the bodyis, and goewith vs 
to the King, 


Hale, 





King. Ol Gertrude, come away 3 
The Sun no fooner fhallthe Mountaines touch, 
Rat we will fhip him heuce, and this vilde deed, 
We muft wich all our Maiefly and Skill 
Poth countenance and excule. Enter Rof.& Guild. 
Ho Guiidenfiern : 
Priencls both go inyne you with fome further ayde = 
Flaméer in madnefle hath Polowsus Maine, 
And trom his Mother Cleflecs hath he drag’d him. 
Gio ‘ecke him our, fpeake fire, and bring the body 
Intoche Chappell. t pray youhaftiathis, — Exsr Gent. 
Come Gertrude, wee'l call vp ous wifclt friends, 


- 


Tolet them know both what we meance todo, 

And what's vntimely done. Oh comne away, 

My foule is full of difcord and difmay, Exewnt, 
Ester Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely Rowed. 

Gentlemen within, Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 

Ham, What noife? Who calson Hamlet? 
Obheerethey come. Enter Rof and Gmildenfterne, 

Re, What baue you done my Lord wath the dead bodye 

Ham. Compounded it with dutt ,whereto ’tis Kinne. 

Refn. Tell vs where ‘tis. that we may take it thence, 
Ana beare it tothe Chappell. 

Ham. Do not beleeue re. 

Rofin. Belecue what? 

Ham. That} can keepe your counfelk, and not mine 
owne. Befides, to be demanded of aSpundge, what re- 
plication fhould be made by the Sonne of a King, 

Refin, Take you me fora Spundge, my Lord? 

H¥am. 1 (ic,that fokes vp the Kings Countenanee, his 
Rewards, his Authoritses (but fuch Officers do the King 
beftferuiceintheend, Hekeepes then likean Apein 
the corner of his iaw, fir mourh'd to be lai (wallowed, 
- when he needes what you haue glean’d}, itis but fquee- 

zing you,and Spundge you fhall be dry ageine. 

Refin. Lenderfand you notmy Lerd, 

Fam, Lam gladofit ; a knauith fpeech fleepes in a 
foolifheare. 


Refin, My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body is, 


and po with vs torhe King, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not with the 
body. The King isa thing, 
Gul. Athing my Lord. 
Ham, Ofnothing, bring meto him. Exennt. 


Enter King, and two or three. 

King, Thaue fent to feeke him, and to find thebody, 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 
Yee mult not we put the ftrong Law on him, 
Hee’s lou’d of the diffracted multitude, 
‘V Vho like not in their iudgement, but theyr eyes, 
And where tis fo, th’offenders fcourge is wayed 
But nener the offence : to beareall (mooth and cuen, 
This fuddaine fending him away mult feeme 
Deliberate paul, difeafes defperat growne, 
By defperat applyance are relien’d 
Or not at all, 






















Enter Rofencraus and all the reff. 
King. How now, what hath befalne? 
Ref, Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
VVe cannot get from him. 

King. But where.is hee? 

Rof. Without my lord, guarded to knowyour pleafuru. 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. How, bring in the Lord. They enters 

King. Now Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

King. At fupper, where, 

Ham. Not where he eates, but where ais caten, a certaine conua- 
cation of politique wormes are cen at him: your worme is your onely 
Emperour for dyet, we fat all creatures els to fatvs, and wee fatour 
felues for maggots, your fat King and your leane beggeris bur varia- 
ble feruice, two dithes but to one table, that’s che eet 

King. Alas, alas, : 
Ham. A van may fith with the worme that hath eate of aKing, & 
eate of the fith that hath fedde of that worme. 
King. King. V Vhat dooft thou meane by this? 
Ham. Nothing but to thew you sa aKing may goeaprogreffe 
2 thynvick 


Ham. The body is witithe King, but the King is not 
with chebody, The King, is athing —— 
Guild, Aching my Lord? 

Ham, Of nothing : bring me tohim, hide Fox,and all 
after. Exennt 
Enter King. 

King. Vhaue fentro fecke tuus, andco find the bodie : 
How dangerous isit that rhis man goes locfe; 
Yer mult mot we put she rong Law onhim: 
Hee’s loued of the diftracted multizude, 
Who hke notin their iwdgenert, butchcir eyes: 
And where 'tit fo, th’‘Oftenders fc ourge is weigh'd 
But neerer che offence :to beare all imooth,and cuen, 
This fodaine tending him away, muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes detperare growne, 
By defperare appliance aie releeued, 
Or nor at. Hl. Enu‘er Rofincrane. 
How nowr What hath befalne? 

Rolin, Where the dead body is beftow'diny Lord, 
We cannot get from him, 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofin, Without my Lord,guarded to know your 
plearure. 

King. Bring him beforevs, 

Rofin. Hoa, Guildenfterne? Bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenflerwe. 

King. Now Hamlet where's Polomius? 

Ham. At Supper. 

King, At Supper? Where? E 
Ham.Notwhere he eats but where be is eaten, a cer- 
tuine convocation of wormesare e’ne athim. Your worm 
is vour onely Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures elfe 
co fat vsand we fat our felfe for Magots. Your fat King, 
and your leane Begger is but wariable feruice co difhes, 
but ro one Table rhat’s the end. 
King. What doft thou meane by this? fae 


Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go 
a Progreffe through the guts of aBegger. 
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. The Tragedie of Hamlet 
through the guts of a begger, 
| King. Whereis Polomins ? 
Ham, In heauen, fend thether to fee, ifyour meffenger finde him 
not thrre, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, bueifindeed you find 


bim not within this month, you fhall nofe him asyou goe vp the 
Mayres intothe Lobby 


King. Goe feeke him there, 
Ham, Awill ftay till youcome. 
King. Hamlet this deede for thme efpeciall fafety 
Which we do tender, aswe deerely grieue 
For that which thou haft done, mutt fend thee hence, 
Therefore prepare thy felfe, 
The Barck is ready, and the wind at helpe, 
Thiaflociats tend, and euery ching is bent 
For England. 
Ham, For England, 
King. | Hamlet. 
Ham, Good, 
King, Soisit ifchou knew ft our purpofes. 
Ham. \ fee a Cherub that fees thé, but come for England, 
Farewell decre Mother, 
King. Thy louing Father Hamiet. 
Ham. My mother, Father and Mother is maa and wife, 
Manand wifeis one flefh, fo my mother : 
Come for England, Exit. 
King. Follow himat foote, 
Tempe him with fpcedeabord, 
Delay it not, He haue him hence to night, 
Away, for cuery thing is feald and done 
That els leanes on th’affayre, pray you make haft, 
And Engéand, if my loue thou hold’ft at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red, 
After the Danith {word; and thy free awe 
Payes homage to vs, thou mayft not coldly fet 
Our foucraigne procefle, whichimportsat full 
By Letters congruing to that effee 
The prefent death of Hamlet, doe it England, 
For like the Hectique in my blood he rages, 

































And 





| Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go 
a Progreffe through the guts ofa Begger. 
King. Where is Polonine. 
Ham. Inheauen, fend thither to fee. If your Meffen- 
erfindehimnot there, feeke himi’th other place your 
felfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you 
fhall nofe him as you go vp the ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Go feeke him there. 

Ham. He will ftay till ye come. 

K. Hamlet this deed of thine, for thine efpecial lafety 
Which we do tender, ss we deerely greeue 
For that which thou hat done, mu(t fend thee hence 
With fierie Quickneffe. Therefore prepare thy telfe, 
The Barke is reacie, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’ Affociates tend, and euery thing at bene 
For England. 
Ham, For England? 

King. 1 Hamict. 

Ham, Good, 

King. So isit, if thou kacw'ft out purpofes. 

Hem. Ulee2Cherube that fee’s him: but come, for 
Eng!and, Farewell deere Mother. 

King, Thy louing Father Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother; Father and Mother is man and 
wife ; man & wife is onc ficth, and fo my mother.Coine, 
for England. Exit 

Kizg. Follow him at foore, 

Tempt him with {peed aboord : 

Delay it not, Ile haue him hence to night. 
Away, for euery thing is Seal'dand done 

That elfe leanes on th’ Affaire pray youmake haft. 
And England, ifmy loue thou holdft at ought, 
As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe, - 
Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 

After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payeshomagetovs; thoumailt not coldly fet 
Our Souesaigne Proceffe, which imports at full 
By Letters coniuring to that eftce& 

The prefent death of Hamil. Doit England, 
Forlike the He€ticke in my blood he races, 


Prince of Denmarke. 


And thou muff cure mes till I know tis done, 
How ere my haps, my ioyes will nere begin. Exit, 


Enter Fortinbraffe with his Army ouer the Stage. 
Fortis. Goe Captaine, from me greet the Danifh King, 
Teli him, that by his lycence Fortinbraffe 
Craues the conueyance of a promifd march 
Quer his kingdome, you know the randeuous, 
If chat his Maieftic would ought with vs, 
We thall exprefle our dutiein his eye, 
Andlet him know fo. 
Cap, 1 willdoo’t my Lord. 
For. Goe foftly on, ~ 
Emer Hamlet, Rofencrans, Ce. 
Ham, Good fir whofe powers are thefe? 
Cap. They are of Norway fir. 
Ham, How purpofd fir I pray you? 
Cap. Againft fome part of Poland, 
Ham, Whocommaunds them fir? _ 
Cap. The Nephew to old Norway, Fortenbraffe, 
Ham, Goes it againf{t the maine of Pofand fir, 
Or for fome frontire ? 
Cap. Truly to fpeake, and with no addition, 
We goe to gaine alittle patch of ground 
That hath init no profit but the name 
To pay fine duckets, fiue I would nat farme its 
Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Po 
A ranucker rate, fthould it be fold in fee. 
Ham. Why then the Podacke neuer will defend it. 
Cap. Yes, itis already garifond, 
Ham. Two thoufand foules, & twenty thoufand duckets 
‘VViil not debate the queftion of this ftraw, 
This is th’ Impoflume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breakes, and fhowes no caufe without 
‘Why the man dies. I bumbly ehanke you fir. 
Cap. God buy you fir, 
Rof, Wil't pleafe you goe my Lord ? 
Ham, Ve be with you ftraight, goe a little before, 
How all occafions docinforme sere me, 
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And thou muff cure me: Th is done, 
Howese my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun, 9 Exit 





Enter Fortinbras with an Armie. 
For.- Go Captaine, from me greet the Danifh King, 
Tell him that by his licenfe, Fortinbras 
Claimes the conueyance of a promis'd March 
| Quer his Kingdume, You know thoRendeuous : 


lIfthac his Maieftly would ought with vs, 
| We thall expreffe our dutie in his cye, 
And Iethim know fo, 
| Cap. Iwilldoo’t,my Lord. 
For. Go fafely on, 



























Lobe Trdageaie oy L1Amter 
And fpur my dull reuenge, What isa man 
Ifhis chiefe good and market of his time 

Be but to fleepe and feede, a beaft, no more: 
Sure he that made vs with {uch large difcourfe 
Looking before and after, eauevs not 

That capabilitic and god-like reafon 

To fuft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or ome crauen {cruple 

Of thinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifedom, 
And eucr three parts cowatd, I doe not know 

Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and Rrength, and meanes 
To doo’ts examples groffe as earth exhort me, 
Witnes this Army of fuch maffe and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition puft, 

Makes mouthes at the invifible cuent, 

Expofing what is mortall, and vnfare, 

To all chat fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Euen foran Egge-thell. Rightly to be great, 

Is not to ftirre without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrell in a flraw 

When honour’s at the {take, how {land then 

That haue a father kild, a mother ftaind, 

Excytements of my reafon, and my blood; 

And let all fleepe, while to my (hame I fee 
Theiminent death of twenty thoufand men, 
That for a fantalie and tricke of fame 

Goe to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon thenumbers cannot try the caufe, 
Which is not tombe enongh and continent 
To hide the flaine, 6 from this time forth, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing wotth, Exit. 


Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman, 
Quee. 1 will not fpeake with her, 
Gent. Shee is importunat, 
Todcede diftraét, her moode will needesbe pittied, 





“And spur my dull revenge” to “My thoughts be bloody or be 
nothing at all” omitted. 








Prince of Denmarke. 
wee, What would fhe haue? 

Gent. She fpeakes much of her father, (ayes the heares 
There’s trieks ’th world, and hems, and beates her hart, 
Spurnes enuioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the vnthaped vie of it doth moue 

‘The hearers to collection, they yawne atit, 

And botch the words vp fitto theyr owne thoughts, 
‘Which as her wineks, and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 
Indeede would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much ents 

Hora. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhee may {lrew 
Dangerous conieétures in ill breeding mindes, 

Let her come in. 
Enter Opheka, 

Quee, «Tomy ficke foule,as finnes true natureis, 
© Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amifle, 
€ So full of artlefTe tealoufie is guilt, 

* Tr fpills it felfe,in fearing to be fpylt. 

Oph. Whereis the beautious Maieftie of Denmarke ? 

uee. How now Ophelia? Shee fings. 

Oph. How fhould I your true loue know from another one, 

By his cockle hat and flaffe, and his Sendall (hoone, 
tire. Alas fweet Lady, what imports this fong ? 
Oph, Say you, nay pray you marke, 

Heis dead & gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

au his head a grafgreene turph, at his heeles a flone, 

te) 





Quce. Nay but Ophelia. 


Oph. Pray you marke. White his (hrowd as the mountainefhow, 


Enter King. 
Quee, Alas looke heere my Tod 
Oph, Larded all with fweet flowers, 
Which beweept to the ground did not go Song. 
With true loue fhowers, 
King. How doe you pretty Lady ? 
ter, Lord we know what weare, but know not what we may be. 
: God beat vonr table, 


ais : | 














oe Well good dildyou, oy fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
? 
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Que What would fhe have? , 

Hor. She fpeakes much of hes Fathers faies the heares 
There’s trickes i'th’world, and hems,and bests her heart, 
Spurnes enuioufly at Strawes, fpeakes things in doubr, 

j That carry burt halfe fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing, | 

; Yet che vnfhaped vfe of it doth moue 

The hearers to Collection ; they ayme at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts, i 
Which as her winkes,and nods,and geftures yeeld them, 






Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 
Qu. ‘Twere good fhe were fpoken with, 
For fhe may ftrew dangerous coniectures 
Jnill breeding minds. Lether comein. 
To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is) 
Each toy feemes Prologue, to foine great amiffc, 
So full of Artleffe iealoufieis guile, 
Ic fpill’sit telfe, in fearing to be fpilr, 
Enter Opheladiftratted, 
Ophe, Whereis the beauteous Maielty of Denmark. 
£2a. How now Ophelia? 
Opbe. How fhonld I your true loue know from another one? 
By bes Cockle bat and faffe,and his Sandal fooqne. 
Ae. Alas {weet Lady: what imports this Song? 
Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke, 
He ts dead and gone Lady,be 1s dead and gone, 
At his bead agraffe-greene Turfe, at hus heeles a flone. 
Enter King. 
Qu, Nay but Ophelra. 
Ophe. Pray youmarke. 
white bis Shrew'd as the Monntaine Snow. 
Ow, Alas,looke heere my Lord. 
Ophe, Larded with fveet flowers : 
Which bewept to the graue did mot go, 
With true-lome fhowres. 
King. How doye,prerty Lady ? 
Ope. Well,God dii'd you. They fay the Ow!le was 
a Bakers daughrer, Lord, weeknow whatweare, bur 
kuow not what we may be, God be at your Table. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

King, Conceit vpon hes Father. 

Oph. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they aske you 
what it meanes, fay you this. 
To morrow is S. Valentines day, Song. 
Allinthe morning betime, = 
And Ia mayde at your.window 
Tobe your Valentine. . 
‘Thea vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore, 
Let in the maide,that out a maide,neuer depasted more, 

Kiog. Pretty Opbeka. 

Opb. Indeede without an oath Tle make anend on’ 
By gisand by Saint Charitic, 

alack and fie for fhame, 

Young men will doo’t if they come too’t, 

by Cockthey are too blame, 
Quoth the, Beforeyou tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 
(Heanfwers.) So would 1a done by yonder funne 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

Xing, How long hath the beene thus? 

Ops. Thopeall will be well,we mutt be patient, but I cannot chufe 
but weepeto thinke they would lay him ith cold ground my brother 
fhall kvow of it, and fo L thanke you for your good counfaile, Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night, 


Sweet Ladyes god night, god night. 


King, Follow her clofe, giue her good watch I pray you. 
O this is the poyfon of deepe griefe, it {prings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard, Gertrard. 
When forrowes come, they come not fingle {pyes, 
Butin battalians : firft ber Father flaine, 
Next, your fonne gone, and hemoft violene Author 
Ofhis owne iuft remoue, the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 
For good Polonins death : and wehaue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him: poore Opheha 
Deuided from Pesfelfe, and her faire iudgement, 
‘V Vithout the which we are piétures, or meere beafts, 
Laft, andas much contayning as all thefe, 
Her brother isin fecret come from Fraunce, 
Feeds on this wonder,kcepes himielfe in clowdes, 











Kmg. Conceit vpon her Father, 
Ophe. Pray you let’s haueno words of this: but when 
they aske you what it meanes,fay you this : 
To morrow ts S.Valentines day,all in the morning betime, 
And [at Ataid at your Window, to be your Valentine. 
| Then up herofe,ce don'd bis clothes,cy dapt the chamber dere, 
| Let im the Adasd, that ont a Maid ener departed mzore, 
Kmig. Pretty Opbelsa, 
Ophe. Indeea la? without an oath Ie make an end ont. 
By gus and by S. Charity, 
Alacke,and fie far (bare : 
Tong men wil doo't,if they come toot, 
By Cocke they are too biame. 
Quorh fhe before you temb'ed me, 
You promis’d me to Wed : 
Sowowld I ha done by youder Snane, 
And thou badft nat come tomy bed. ° 
King. How long hath the bin this? 
| Opbe. Thopeall! willbe well, We muft bee patient, 
but I cannot choofe'bur weepe, tothinke they fhould 
lay him i'th’cold ground : My brother thall knowe of it, 
| and fo Ithanke yon for your good counfell, Come, my 
Coach : Goodnight Ladies :Goodnight fweet Ladies : 
Goodnight, goodnight. Exit, 
King. Follow her clofe, 
Giue het good watch I pray you: 
Oh thisis che poyfon of deepe greefe, it {prings 
All fromher Fathers death. Oh Gertrude,Gertrude, 
When forrowes comes, they come not fingle fpies, 
But in Battaliaes, Firft,her Father flaine, 
Next your Sonne gone, and he moff violent Author 
Of kis ownc iuft remoue : the people muddied, 
Thicke and vawholfome in their thoughts,and whifpers 
For good Pelonis death ; and we have done but greenly 
In hugger muggertointerrehim. Poore Opbelia 
Diuided from hes felfe, and hes faire Iudgement, 


a Te 


Without the which we are PiGures,or meere Beafts. 
Laft, and as much containing as all chefe,’ 

Her Brother isin fecret come from France, 

Keepes onhis wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds, 








Prince of Denmark. 
And wants not buzzers toinfext his care 
With peftilent fpceches of his fathers death, 
Wherein neceffity of matter beg gerd, 
‘Will nothing ftick our perfon to arraigne 
In earé and care: 5 my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a murdring peece in many places 
Giues me fuperfluous death. A noife within. 


Entera Meffenger. 

King. Attend, where is my Swiflers, let them guard the doore, 
What isthe matter? 

Meffen, Saue your (elfe my Lord, 
The Ocean ouet-peering of his lift 
Eares not the flats with more impitious haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Orexbeares your Officers: the rabble call him Lord, 
And asthe world were now but ro beginne, 
Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne, 
The ratifiers and props of eucry word, 
Thecry choofe we, Laertes thall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues applau'dit to the clouds, 
Laertes thall be King, Laertes King. 


wee. How cheerefully on the falfe traile they cry. 4 noife within. 


O thisis counter you falfe Danith dogges, 
Enter Laertes with others. 
King, The doores are broke, 
Laer, Whereis this King? fits Rand you all without, 
All, Nolets comein, 
Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 
Al, VVewill, we will, 
Laer. Ithanke you, keepe the doore, 6 thou vile King, 
Giue me my father, 
Quce. Calmely good Laertes. 
Laer. That drop of blood thats calme proclames me Baftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heere betweene the chaft vnfmirched browe 
Of my true mother, 
King, VVhat isthe caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellionlookes fo syantlike 2 
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And wancs nét Buzzers to infect his eare 

With peftilens Speeches of his Fathers death, 

Where inneceflxie of matter Beg gard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 

In care andeare. O my deere Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death, | ANoife within, 


Enter a Meffenger. 

Liu. Alacke,what noyfe is this? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? 
Letchem guard the doore. What is the matter? 

Mef. Saue your felfe, my Lord. 
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 
Eates not the Flats with more impitrious hafte 
Then young Laertes,ina’Riorous head, | 
Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of euery word, 
They cry choofe we ? Laertes fall be King, 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud itto the clouds, 
Laertes inall be King, Laertes King. 

ue. How cheerefully on the falfe Traile they cry, 
Oh this is Counter you falle Danifh Degges. 

Noifewithin, Enter Laertes, 

King, The doores are broke. 

Laer. Whereis the King, fics ? Stand youall without. 

44. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 

e4/. Wewill, we will, 

Laer. Ithanke you: Keepe the doore,' 
Oh thou vilde King, giueme my Father. 

Qu. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baftard : 
Crie’ Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 


| Fuen heere betweene the chafte vnfmirched brow 


| Of my trus Mother. 


King. Whatis the caufe Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perfon, 
There's fuch divinitie doth hedge a King, 
That treafon can but peepe to what it would, 
Aas little of his will, tell me Laertes 
Why thou art thus incenft, let him goe Gertrard, 
Speake man. 
Laer, Where is my father 2 
King. Dead. 
Qaee. But not by him. 
King. Let him demaund his fill, 
Laer. How came he dead, I'le not beingled with, 
To hell allegiance, vowes to the blackeft deuill, 
Confcience and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt I ftand, 
That both the worlds I giue co negligence, 
Let come what comes, onely Ile be reueng’d 
Molt throughly for my father. 

King. Who hall ftay you 2 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 
And for my meanes Ile husband them fo well, 
They thall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laerses, if you defire to know the certainty 
Ofyour deere Father, i'ft writin your reuenge, 
Thatfoopftake, hes will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer. None but his enemies, 

King. Willyou know themthen 2 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide I'le ope my armes, 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 

Repaft chem with my blood. 
King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman, 
That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death, 
Andam moft fencibly in griefe for it, 
It thall as leuell to your indgement peare 
As day dooes to your eye. Al noyfe within. 
Enter Ophelia, 
Laer. Let her come in. 
How now, what noyfeisthat 2 






Lethim go Gertrude : Do not Feare our perfon : 
There’s fuch Diuinity dothhedge a King, 

That Treafon can butpeepe to what it would, 
A&ts little of his will. Telline Laertes, 

Why thou are thus Incenft? Let him go Gertrude. 
Speake man. 

Laer. Where’s my Father ? 

Kmg, Dead. 

4, Butoozbyhim. 

King. Lethim demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? [le not be Iuggel’d with. 
Tohell Allegeance : Vewes,to the blackeft diuell. 
Confcience and Grace, tothe profounde(t Pir. 

I dsre Damnation: tothis point I ftand, 
That both the worlds J giue to negligence, 
Let come what comes :onely Ile be reuenp’d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King, Who hell flay you > 

Laer, My Will, not all the world, 

_ And for my meanes, Ble husband them fo well, 
They fhall go farre with little. 


King. Good Laertes: . Fie! i 
If you defire to Know the certaintie 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw beth Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Loofer, 
Leer, None but lis Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then, 
Lt, Tohis good Friends, thus wide Ie ope my Armes : 
And like the kinde Life-rend’ring Pobitician, 
Repaftthem with my blood. 
King. Why now you fpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman. 
That Jam guiltleffe ofyour Fathers death,} 
And ammoft fenfiblein preefe for it, 
It fall as leuell to your ludgement pierce 
As day do’s to your eye. 
A nsife within, Les ber come in, 
Enter Ophelia, ‘ 


Ler. How now? what noife isthac? 
OT ‘ = Fal 
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IV.v. 


Prince of Denmarke. 


O heate. dry vp my braines, teares feauen times falt 154 
Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye, 
By heauen thy madnes fhall be payd with weight + 
Tell our {cale turne the beame, O Rofe of May, 
Deere mayd, kind filter, fweet Ophelia, ' 158 
O beauens, ift poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall asa pee mans life, + 160 
Oph. They bore him bare-falte on the Beere, Song. 164 
And in his grauerain’d many a teare, 
Fare you well my Doue. 
Laer, Hadft thou thy wits,and did'{t perfwadereuenge 168 
It could not mooue thus. 
Oph. You mult fing a downe a downe, rot 
And you call him a downea. O how the wheele becomesit, 
Itis the falfe Steward that {tole his Maifters daughter, 
Laer. Thisnothing’s more then matter. "74 
Oph. There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member, and there is Paneies, thats for thoughts, + 
Laer. A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 178-9 


Ophe. There's Fennill foryou, and Colembines, there’s Rewe for 180 
you, & heere’s fome forme,we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies, 
you may weare your Rewe with a difference, there's a Dafie, I would + 
giue youfome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, | 24 
they fay a made a good end. 
For bonny {weet Robinis all myioy.. 

Laer. Thought and affliGtions, paffion, hell ie felfe 188 
She eurnes to fanour and to prettines. 

4. And wil anot come againe, Song. 100 

And wilanot come againe, 
No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 
He neuer will come againe. as 
His beard was as white as fnow, 
Flaxen was his pole, + 
Heis gone, he is gone, and we caft away mone, ie 
Goda merey on his foule, and of all Chriftians foules, + 
God buy you. 

Laer, Doeyouthisd God. 201+ 

King. Laertes, {mult commune with your griefe, 
Oryot deny me tight, goe but apart, = 

Lz 





Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times fale, 
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye. 

By Heauen,thy madneffe fhall be payed by waight, 
Till our Scale curnes the beame, Oh Rote of May, 
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, {weet Opoelia : 

Oh Heauens, is’t poflible,a yong Maids wits, 

Should be as mortall as an old mans )ife? 


~ Nature is fine in Louc,and where ‘tis fine, 


It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe 
After the ching it loues, | 
Ophe. They bore bins bare fac'd on the Beer, 
Hcy non mony neny bey nony ? 
And on his graue raines many ateare, 
Fare you wel my Done. 

Laer, Had'ft thouthy wits, and did’ft perfwade Re- 
uenee,it could not moue this, 

Upke. You muft fing downe a-downe, and youcall 
him a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheele becomes it? Jcis 
the falle Steward that fole his mafters daughter, 

Laer. This nothings more then matter, 

Ophe. There's Rofemary, that’s for Remembraunce. 
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, that’s for 
Thoughts. 

Laer. A document inmadneffe, thoughts & remem- 
brance fitted, 

Ophe.T here's Fennell for you, and Columbines: cher’s 
Rew for you, and heere’s fomeforme. Wee may call ic 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you muft weare your Rew 
with a difference. There’s sDayfie, I would giue you 
fome Violets, but they wither’d all when my: Father dy- 
ed: They fay, he made a poodend ; 

For Lonny fweet Robie ts all my soy. 

Laer. Thoughe, and Affiliction, Pafhon, Hell it felfe : 

She tyurnesto Favour, and to prercineffe, 
Ophe. wAndwillhe xcs gomeagaine, 

wis will he not come Againe 2 

Nowahe ts dead, ¢otothy Death-bed, 

TT newer wil come egaine, 

Hus Beard as white a8 Sniv, 

All Fiaxen was bis Pele: 

He is gore,he és gone,and we caf away more, 

Cramercy on bis Soule, 
And of al! Chriftian Soules, I pray God. 
God buy ig 

Jaer, Doyou fee this,you Gods? 

King, Laertes.1 muft common wath your gi -efe, 
Or you deny me right: yo but apart, 


Exeunt Oh, 


Pe es, ee ee 


M ake 


Se a OO ——— 





‘L bel rageate oy raamtet 
25 | Makechoiceofwhomyour wileft friends you will, 
And they hall heare and iudge twixt you and me, 
If by dire€t, or by colaturall hand 
208 | "They find vs toucht, we will our kingdome gine, 
Qur crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfaction; but if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
a2 | And we thatlioyatly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content. 
Laer, Lee thisbe fo. 
arg | Hismeanes of death, his obfcure funerall, 
No trophe fword, nor hatchment ore his bones, 
No noble right, nor formal oftentation, 
Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth, 
t| ThatI muftcall’c in queftion. 
218 King. So you thall, 
And where th’offence is, fet the great axe fall. 
220 | J pray you goe with me, Exeunt, 
TV.vi Enter Horatio and others. 
———| Hora, V Vhat are they that would fpeake with me? 
t Gent, Sea-fating men fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 
Hor, Let them come in, 
4} Idoenot know from what partofthe world 
+ | should be greeted. If not from Lord Hamies, Ener Saylers, 
Say. God bleffe you fir, 
Hora. Let him blefle thee to. 
+8 Say, A thall fir and pleafe him, there's a Letter for you fir, itcame 
£16 th’Embaffador that was bound for England, if your name be Ho- 
| ratio, as Yam letto know itis, 
a2! Hor. Horatio, when thou thalt haue ouer lookt this, giue thefe fel- 
14| dowesfome meanesto the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere wee 
| were two dais old at Sea, a Pyrat of very warlkke appointment gave 
vschate, finding our felues too flow of Gile, wee put ona compelled 
$z3 | valour,and in the grappleI boorded them, onthe inftant they got 
20 |  ¢leetz of our thyp, foJ alone became theyr prifoner, they hauc dealt 
with me like thicues of mercie, but they knew what they did, Tam to 
t | doeararncfor them, let che King haue the Letters I haue fent, and 
24 |  sepayre thou to me with as much {peede as thou wouldeft fie death, 
+ | Thaue wordestofpcake in thine care will make thee dumbe, yee 
ev 
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ee Eo Ge. Jp 
Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 
And they fhall heare and iudge’twixt you and ine; 
If by dire or by Colaterall hand 
They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue, 
Our Crowne, our Life,andall that we coll Ours 
To youin fatisfadtion. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 
And we fhall ioyntly labour w.th your foule 
To giue it due content, 
Laer, Letthis befo: 
His meanes of death, his obfcure burial ; 
No Trophee,Sword,nor Hatchment ore his bones, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as ’ewere from Heauen to Earth, 
That I muft call in queftion. 
Kixz. So you hall: 
And whereth'offence is, let the great Axe fall. 
I pray you go with me. Exennt 


















Enter Horatio,with an Artendant, 


Hora, Whatare they that would {peake with me? 
Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they haue Letters for you. 
Tior. Letthem come in, 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, ifnot from Lord Hamlet. 
Enter Saysor, 

Say, God bleffe you Sir. 

Hor. Lethim bleffe chee too. 

Say. Hee fhall Sir, and’t pleafehim. There's a Lecter 
foryouSir: Jt comes from th’Ambaffadours that was 
bound for England, if yourname be Horatio, as I am lec 
to know itis. 


Reads the Letter. 
Oratio, When thew {halt bane onerlork’d this eine thefe 
Fellowes fome meanestotne King: They hane Letters 
for kim. Ere we weretwo dayes old at Sea, & Pyrate of very 
Warlicke appomtment gane vs C hace. Finding our felwcs too 
flow of Sasle, we put ona compelled Valour, In the Grapple, 1 
boorded them : On the infant they got cleare of our S bippe, fo 
L alone became their Prifoner. They bane dealt with mez, like 
Theeses of Mercy, but they knew what they did. 1 am to dee 
agoodturnefor them.. Let the King bauc the Letters J bane 
fent , andrepawre thou to me with as much haft as thox woulde/? 
fyedeath. [ rane words to fpeake in your eare, will make thee 


dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter, 

















Prince of Denmarke. 


they much too light for the bord of the matter , thefe good fellowes 
heaton ofencrans and Guyldenfterne hold theyr 


will bring chee w: 
courfe for England, of them 1 hauemuch to tell thee, fatewell. 
So that thou kyoweit thine Hamlet, 


Hor. Come I will you way for thefe your letters, 
And doo’t the fpeedier that you may direé& me 
To him from whom you broughe them. Exeunt, 


Enter King and Laevtes, 

King. Now muft your confcience my acquittance {eale, 
And you muft pur mein your hart for friend, 
Sith you haue heatd and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued ony life, 

Laer, Ye well appeares : but tell mee 
Why you proceede not againtt thefe feates 
So criminall and {o capitall in nature, 
As by your fafetie, greatnes, wifdome, all things els 
You mainely were ftur'd vp. 

Ring. O for two fpeciall reafons 
‘Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow’d, 
But yet to mee tha’ ftrong, the Queene his mother 
Liues almoft by hislookes, and for my felfe, 
My vertue or my plague, beit cyther which, 
Sheisfo conchiue to my life andfoule, 
That as the ftarre mooues not butin his {phere 
I could not but by her, the other motiue, 
Why toa publique count I might not goe, 
Is the great loue the generall gender bearchim, 
Who dipping all his faults in theyr affe€tion, 
Worke like the fpring thatturneth wood to ftone, 
Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too flightly tymberd for fo loued Arm'd, 
Would hauc reverted to my bowe againe, 
But not where Thaue ayay’d them, 

Laer, And fohaue I anoble father loft, 
A fifter driuen into defprat termes, 
‘Whofe worth, ifprayfes may goc ars apaine 
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fye death. I rane words to fpzake in your eare, will make thee 
dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bore of the Master, 
Theft good Fellowes will bring thee where 1 am, Rofincrance 
and Guildenfterne, hold their courfe for England. Of them 
1 haue much re tell thee, Farewell. 
He that thou knowef thine, 

Hamlet, 
Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, 
And do’tthe f{peedier, that you may direct me 
Tohim from whom you brought them, Exit. 


Enter King and Laertes, 
King.Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put mein your heart for Friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare, 
That he which hath your Noble Father flaine, 
Purfued my life. 
Eaer. Itwell appeares. Buttell me, 
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feaces, 
So crimefulland fo Capirall in Nature, 
| As by gour Safety, Wifedome,all things elfe, 
You mainly were ftirr'd vp? 
King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 
Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vofinnowed, 
And yet tome they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liues almoft by his lookes : and for my felfe, 
My Vertucormy Plague, be it either which, 
She's fo coniunétiue to my life and foule ; 
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 
Icouldnot but by her, The ocher Motiue, 
Why to a publike count Imight not go,, 
Js the great lowe the gencrall gender bearchim, 
Whe dipping all his Faults in their affe&tion, 
Would like the Spring chat curneth Wood to Stone, 
Convert his Gyuesto Graces, So that my Arrowes 
Too (ighsly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 
W ould hate reverted tomy Bow againe, 
And not where {had arm'd them. 
Laer, Ard fohaue I a Noble Father loft, 
A Sifter drincu into defperate tearmes, 
Who was(it praifes may go backe againe) 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

28 | Stood challenger on mount ofall the age 

Forher perieoare, but my reuenge will come. 

30 King, Breake not your fleepes for that, you muft not thinke 
That we are made of uffe fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be fhooke with danger, 

And thinkeit paftime, you thortly thall heare more, 

34 TJoued your father, and weloue our felfe, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 








t Enter a Meffenger with Letters, 
+ Meffen, Thefe to your Maicftie, this to the Queene; 
38 King. From Hamlet, who brought them? 


CMeff, Saylers my Lord they fay, Ifaw them not, 
40 | They were giuen me by Clandvo, he receiued them 
* Of him that brought them. 
King. Laertes you fhall heare them ; leaue vs, 
43 High and mighty, you thall know I am fet naked on your kingdom. 
to morrow fhall I begge leaue to fee your kingly eyes,when I thal firft 


asking you pardon, there-vnto reeount the occafion of my fuddaine 
48 Tetnrne. 
50 King, What thould this meane, are all che reft comebacke, 


+ Oris it fomeabule, and no fuch thing? 
Laer, Know youthe hand ? 
King. Tis Hamlets cara&ter. Naked, 
Andina poftfeript heere he fayesalone, 
t 54 Canyou deuife me? 
Laer. 1am loftinit my Lord but let him come, 
It warmes the very ficknes in my hart 
That I tine and tell him to his teeth 


Thus didft thou. 
8 King, Wit be lo Laertes, 
As how fhouldit be fo, how othetwife, 
‘Will you be rul’d by me? 
60-1 Laer. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me toa peace, 


King. To thine owne peace, if he be nowreturned 
Asthe King at his voyage, and that he meanes 
64 No more to yndertake it, I will worke him 
To an exployt, now ripein my deuife, 
66 ‘Viider the which he thall not choofebut fall s 
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Who was(it praifes may go backeapaine) 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
Ferber pertections. Butmyrenenge will come, 

King. Breakenot your deepes for thar, 
You meft noc thinke 
That we are made of ftufte, fo fat, and dull, 
That we can Ict onr Beard be fhooke wich danger, 
Andthinke ic pattime. Yeu fhortly fha!l hcare more, 
] lou'd your Father, and we loue our Selfe, 
And that L hope will teach you to imagine ammnee 

Entera Aieffencer, 

How now? WhatNewes? — 

Dief. Letters my Loed from Hamiet. This to your 
Maicily : thisto che Queene, 

King. From Hamlet? Who brought them ? 

(Alef, Saylors my Lordihey fey, i saw them not: 
They were giuenime by Clamdio, he ceceiu'd chem. 

Arrg. Laertes you fliall heare them : 
Lertre ws. Eau Mefferger 

IT chand Mighty, you jhall kwow Ll an {t natbed on your 
Kesnaome. Tomorrow [hull I bey ge leans t+ feevarr Kirgly 
Execs, When lj Afri? ashing your Pardon ilsrennte) re- 
count th'Ucc tftuns of ny [edie ana more ffrange reter7@, 

Kianiles, 

What fhouldthismesne? Are all the relt come backe > 
Orisictome abule? Or ne tuch ching ? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

Kin, ?TisslTamlets Chscacter, naked and in aPofe 
fcript here he fayes alone: Can you auufe me ? 

Laer. Ym lott init my Lord; boc fet hsm come, 
Je wares the very fickneffe in my hee, 
That J thall liue and cell him to his ceeh; 
Thus diddeft thou. 

Kin, Ifitbe fo Laertes,as how fhouldi te fo: 
How otherwife will you berul'd by n.¢? 

Laer. Iffo you'l not o’rerule me to a peace. 

Kin, Tothinz owne peace: ifhe benow retuta’ 4d, 
As checking athis Voyage,and chat he meanes 
No more to wndertake it; I will worke him 
Toan cxploytnow ripe in my Deuice, 
Vader the which he fhall nor choofe bur falls 


» gece’ jc. Coa Re} 









Prince of Denmarke. 
And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 
But cuen his Mother thal yncharge the pradii(e, 
And call it accedent. 
Laer, My Lord I will be rul’d, 
The rather if you could deuife ic fo 
That] might be che organ. 
King. It falls righe, 
You hauc beene talke of fince your trauaile much, 
And thatin Hamlets hearing, for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you fhine, your fume of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuie from him 
Asdid tharone, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthielt fiedge. 
Laer, What partis that my Lord ? 
King. A very ribaudin the cap of youth, 
Yetneedfull to, for youth no lefle becomes 
‘The light and careleffe liuery that it weares 
Then fetled age, his fables, and his weedes 
Importing health and grauenes ; two months fince 
Heere wasa gentleman of Normandy. 
Thane feene my felfe,and feru'd againft the French, 
And they can well on horfebacke, but this gallant 
Had witch-eraft in’t, he grew vnto his feare, 
And tofuch wondrous ioe brought his horfe, 
As had he beencincorp’ft, and demy natur’d 
‘With the braue beatt, fo farre he topt me thought, 
That Lin forgerie of fhapes and tricks 
Come fhore of whathe did, 
Laer, A Norman waft? 
King, A Norman, 
Laer, Vppon my life Lamord. 
King, The very fame. 
Laer, Tknow him well, he isthe brooch indeed 
And Jem ofall the Nation, 
King, He made confeltion of you, 
And gauc you fuch a mafterly report 
For art and exercife in your defence, 
And for your Rapier moft efpeciall, 
That he cride out t'would bes fight indeed 









And for his deathno winde of blame thall breath, 
But even his Mother fhall vncharge the practice, 
And callit accident: Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 
Tuc feene my felfe and feru’d again(t the French, 
And they ran well on Horlebacke: butthis Gallant 
Had witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat, 
Ando fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 
As had he beene encorps't and deimy-Natur'd 
With the braue Beaft, fo farre he paft my thought, 
That J in forgery of fhapes and trickes, 
Come fhort of what he did. 
Laer, A Norman was't? 
Kis, A Norman. 
Lasr. Vponmy life Lamsound. 
Kinz, The very fame, | 
Lacr, 1 know hiin well,he is the Brooch indeed, 
And femme ofall our Nation. 
Kin, Hee mad confeffion of you, 
And gaue you fucha Mafterly reporr, 
For Art and exercife in your defence ; 
And for your Rapier moft efpecially, 
That he cryed our,t’would bea fight indced, 


nae —— ame oil 


From “My Lord I will be ruled” to “Importing health and grauenes” 
omitted in the Folio. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


If one could match you ; the Scrimures of their nation 
He {wore had neither motion, guard nor eye, . 
If you oppofd them; fic this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy, 
That he could nothing doe but with and beg 
Your fodaine comming ote to play with you 
Now ont of this, 
Laer, What out of this my Lord ? 
King, Laertes was yout father deareto you? 
Or are you like the painting of aforrowe, 
A face without a hare? 
Laer, Why aske you this ? 
King. Not that I thinke you did not loue your father, 
But that I knowe, loue is begunne by time, 
And that [ fee in paffages of proofe, 
‘Time qualifies the {parke and fire of it, 
There lines within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnufe that will abate it, 
And nothing isat a like goodnes flill, 
For goodnes growing toa plurifie, 
Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe 
We thould doe when we would: for this would change , 
And hath abatements and delayes as many, 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accedents, 
And then this thould islike a fpend thrifts figh, 
‘That burts by eafing ; but tothe quick of eh’vicer, 
Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To thowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More then in words? 
Laer, Vo cut his thraot ith Church. 
King. No place indeede fhould murther fanduarife, 
Reuendge fhould haue no bounds : but good Laertes 


+ ‘Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber, 


Hlawslet revurn’d, (hall knowe you are come home, 
‘Weele put on thofe thall praife your excellence, 
And fet a double varnith on the fame 

The french man gaue you, bring you in fine together 
And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and free fromall contriuing, 











If one could match you Sir.This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 
That he could nothing doe but with and begge, 
Your fodaine comming oreto play with him; 
Now out of this. 

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord? 

Kis. Laertes was your Father deare to you? 


-Orare you like the painting of a forrow, 
_ Aface without a heart? 


Laer, Why aske you this? 
Kin, Notthat I thinke you did not loue your Faiher, 
But chat I know Loue is begun by Time: 


- And that I fee in paffages of proofe, 


Time qualifics the fparke and fire of it; 
Hamlet comes backe: what would you yndertake, 
To fhow your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed, 
More then in words? 

Laer. To cut his throati'th’ Church. 

’ Kin. Noplace indeed fhoutd murder Sanurize; 
Reuenge fhould hauzno bounds: but good Laertes 
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your Chamber, 
damier recurn’d, hall know you ere come liome : 
Wee'l put on thofc hall praife your cacellence, 
And feta double varnifl: on the fame 
The Frenchinan gaue you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads,he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and tree from all contriving, 


| 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Will not pecufe the foyles, fo that with cafe, 
Or with a little fhuffling, you may choofe 
A (word vnbated, and in a pace of pratife 
Requite him for your Father. 
Laer, Twill doo’s, 
And for purpofe, Ile annoynt my fword, 
I bought an vnétion of a Mountibanck 
So mortall, that but dippe a knife init, 
Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafine fo rare, 
Colleéted from all fimples that haue vertue 
‘Voder the Moone, ean faue the thing from death 
That is bur {cratche withall, Ie tutch my point 
‘With this contagion, that if gall him flightly jt may be death, 
King. Lets further thinke of this. 
‘Wey what conuenience both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape if this fhould fayle, 
And that our drift looke through our bad performance, 
Twere better not aflayd, therefore this proiedt, 
Should haue a back or fecond that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe s foft let me fee, 
Wee'le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 
I hate, when in your motion you are hote and dry, 
As make your bouts more violent to that end, 
And that he calls for drinke, Ile haue prefard him 
A Chiallice for the nonce, whereon but fipping, 
Ifhe by chaunce efcape your yenom’d ftuck, 
Our purpofe may hold theres but ftay, what noyfe2 
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Enter Queene. 
Quee. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele, 
So faft they follows your Sifters drownd Laerte:, 
Laer. Drown’d, 6 where ? 
Quee, Thereisa Willow growes afcaunt the Brooke 
That (howes his horry leaues in the glaffy {treame, 
Therewith fancaftique garlands did fhe make 


Of Crowflowers, Nettles, Daifes, and long Purples 170 
That liberall Shepheards giue a groffer name, 

But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her cronet weedes 173 


: Clambring 





Willnot perufe the Foiles? Sothst with eale, 
Or with 3 litt!s fhuffling, you may choofe 

A Sword wnbaited, and in apaffe of pradiice, 
Requit him for your Father. 

Laer. J will doo’r, 

And for that purpofe Le anncint my Sword; 

I bought an Visction ofa Mountebanke 

Se morcail, I but dipta knife init, 

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplafme fo rare, 
Colleéted from all Simples that haue Vertue 
Viunderthe Moone, can faue the thing from death, 
Thar is bucfcratcht withall: Ile touch my point, 
With this contagion,that if] gall him flightiy, 
I t may be death. 

Kia Let’s further thinke of this, 

Weigh what conucrience both of time and meanes 
May fic ¥s to our fhape,if this fhould faile; 

And that our driftlookethrovgh our bad performance, 
"Twere better not affaid; therctore this Proic& 
Show!dhaucabacke orfecond,thac might hold, 

If this fhould blaftin proofe: Soft,lecme fee 
Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings, 


\ That: when in your motionyou archotand dty, _ 
As make your bowts more violent totheend, 

And that he cals for drinke; He have prepar'd him 

A Challice forthe nonce;whereon but fipping, 

Ifhe by chance eicape your venoin’d fluck, 

Our purpofe may hold there; how fweet Queene, 


Enter Ducene. 

Queen, One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele, 
So faft they'l follow: your Sifter’sdrown’d Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd!| O where? 

Queen, Thereisa Willow growes aflanta Brooke, 
That fhe wes his hore Jeaues inthe glafie Areame : 
There with fantafticke Garlands did fhe come, 

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and long Purples, 
That liberall Shepheards givea grofler name; 

But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call chem: 
There on the pendant boughes, her Coronet weeds 


The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Clambring to hang, an enuious fliuer broke, 
When downe her weedy trophies and her felfe 
Fellin the weeping Brooke, her clothes {pred wide, 
And Marmaide like awhile they bore her vp, 
Which time fhe chaunted {natches of old laudes, 
As one ineapable of her owne diftreffe, 
Or like a creaturenative and indewed 
Vnto that elament, but long it could not be 
Till chat her garments heauy with theyr drinke, 
Puld the poore wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer, Alas, then theis drownd, 

uee, Drownd, drownd. 

Laer. Too much of water baft thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares; but yet 
Teis our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will, when thefeare gone, 
The woman will be out, Adiew my Lord, 
Thauea fpeech a fire that faine would blafe, 
But thar this folly drownes it. Exit. 

King, Let's follow Gerrrard, 
How much [had to doe to calme his rage, 
Now feare I this will giue it Rast againe, 
Therefore lets follow. Exennt, 


Enter tivo Clownes, : 
Clowne, 1s thee to be buried in Chriftian buriall, when fhewilfully 
feekes her owne faluation ? 
Other, 1 ell thee theis,therfore make her graue ftraight, the crowe 
ner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian burial, 


Clowne. How can that be, vnleffe the drown'd herfelfe in her owne 
defence. 


Other, Why tis found fo. 

Clowne. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be els , for heere lyes the 
poynt, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an aét , Scan aéthath 
three branches, it isto aét, to doe, to performe, or all; fhe drownd her 
felfe wittingly. 

Other. Nay, but heare you good man deluer. 

Clowne. Gine mec leaue, here lyes the water, good , here {tands the 

man, 





Clambring to hang; zn enuious fliuer broke, 


When downethe weedy Trephies,and her felfe, 





iio? ee a 


Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes {pred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,a while chey bore her vp, 
Whichcime fhe chaunted fnatches of old tunes, 
As onc incapable of her owne diftreffe, 
Or like a creature Native, and iridued 
Vnto chat Element: but long it couldnorte, 
Till that her garments, heavy wich her drinke, 
Pul’d the poore wretchi from her melodious buy, 
To muddy death. : 
Laer. Alasthen,is fhe drovin’d? 
Queen, Drown'd, drown’d. 
Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares: but yet 
Iris our tricke, Nacure her cuftome holds, 
Let f]:ame fay v-hac it will; when thefe are gone 
Tire woman will be ouc: Adue my Lord, 
J havea fpeech of fire,that faine would blaze, 
But that this folly doubts ir. Exit. : 
Kin. Let's follow, Gertrude: 
How much I hadto doeto calme hisrege? 
Now feareI this will giuc it tart againe ; 
Thereforeiet’s follow, Excunt. 
















Enter two Clawnes, 

Clown. Is fhe to bee buried in Chriftian burial], that 
wilfully feekes her owne {aluation? 

Otker. J tell thee the is,and therefore make her Graue 
Rtraight, che Crowner hathiateonher, and finds it Chri- 
flian buriall, 

Cle. low can that be, voleffe (he dsawned her felfe in 
her owne defence? 

Other. Why’tis found fo. 

Cle. Ixmult be Se offendendo, it cannot bee elfe: for 
heere lies the point; If 1 drowne my felfe wittingly, it are 
eues an Act: and an A& hath three branches. Ie is an 
Aétto doe and to performe; argall fhe drown’é her felfe 
wittingly, 

Otker, Nay but heare youGoodman Deluer. 

Clown, Giae me leaue; heere lies the water; good 
lreere Hands the man; good: If the man goc to this’ 
ier and drowne himfele ; it is willhe nill he, he go 
marke youthat? Butif the warer come to him & drow 
him; hee drownes nothimfelfe. Argall, hee that is n¢ 
puilty of his owne death, fhortens oot his ownelite. 









Prince of Denmarke. 
man, good, ifthe man goe to this water & drowne himfelfe, it is will 
he, nill he, he goes, marke youthat, but ifthe water come to him, & 
drowne him, he drownes not himéelfe, argall, he that isnot guilty of 
his owne death, fhortens not his owne life. 

Other. But is this law? 

Clowne. I marty i'ft. Crowners queft law. 

Other, Will you ha the truch an't, if this had not beene a gentlewo- 
man, fhe fhould haue been buried out achriftian buriall, 

Clowne. Why there thou fayft, and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould haue countnaunce in this worldto drowne or hang thefelues, 
more then theye even Chrilten: Come my fpade, thereis no aunci- 
ent gentlemen but Gardners, Ditchers, and Granemakters, they hold 
vp Adams profefsion. 

Other, Washea gentleman? 

Clowne. A was the firft that euer bore Armes. 

Neput another queftionto thee, if thou anfwereft menos to the pure 
pofe, confeffe chy felfe. 

Other, Goeto. 

Clow. Whatis he that builds Rronger then eyther the Mafon, the 

Shypwright,or the Carpenter. 

Otker, The gallowes maker, for that out-liuesathoufand tenants, 

Clowne. 1 like thy wit wellin good fayth, the gallowes dooes well, 
but howe dooes it well? Ie dooes well to thofe that doll, nowe thou 
doof illl to fay the gallowes is built ftronger ehen the Church, argall, 

the gallowes may doo well to thee. Toot againe,come. 

Other, VY Vho buildes ftronger then a Mafon,a Shipwright, ora 
Carpenter. 

Clowne. 1, tell me that and vnyoke, 

Other. Marry now I cantell, 

Clowne. Too't. 

Other, Mafle I cannot tell. 

Clow, Cudgell thy braines no more abont it, for your dull affe wil 
not mend his pace with beating, and when you are askt this queftion 
hext, fay a graue-maker, the houfes hee makes lafts till Doomefday. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch meeafoope of liquer. 

In yoath when I did loue did loue, Song. 

Me thought it was es fweet 
Tocontraét 6 the time for a my behoue, 
O me thought there a was nothing a meet, 
2, Enter 
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Clowa. Gise me leaue; heere lies che weters good: 
| leere Hands theman; good: If the man goc tothis w 
ter and drowne him(ete ; itis willhe nill he, he goe 
marke you that? Butif he warer come to him & drow! 
him; heedrownes not himfelfe. Argall, hee that is 0 
| guilty of his owne death, lhartens aothisownelife, — 
| Other, Buc is this law? | 
Cle, I marry iat, CrownersQueft Law. “7 


Other. Willyouwha the truth on’t: if this hed net 
beene aGentlewoman, thee fhould haue beene buried 
out of Chriftian Burial. 

Cle, Why therechau fay'#. And themore pitty chat 
great folke fhould hauc countenance in this world to 
drowne or hang them[elues more thencheit even Chri ffi. 
‘an. Come,my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen, 
‘but Gardiners ,Ditchers and Graue-tnskers; they hold vp 
Adams Profeffion. 

Orber. Was he aGentleman? 

Cle, He wasthe firft chat cuer bore Armes, 

Other. Why behad none. 

Clo. What, ar’t a Heathen? how doft chou vnder- 
|ftand the Scripture? che Scripture fayes Adams dig’d; 
could hecdiggewithowe Armes? Ile put another que~ 
| Mioncotheesif chou anfwereft me not to che purpofe,con- 
felfechy felfe-———— 

Orher. Go tac. 

Clo. Whatishe that builds ftronger then either the 
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpencer ? 

Other. The Gallowes maker;forthat Frame outliues 2 

thoufand Tenants. 
Cle, Uhkethy wit wellin good faith, the Gallowes 
docs well; buchowdocsitwell? it does well to thofe 
thacdoe ill: now, thou dof ill to fay the Galiowes is 
built fronger then the Church: Argall, the Gallowes 
may doe welltothee, Too't sgsine, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship- 
wright,or a Carpencer? 

Cle, I, tell me chac,and vnyoake. 
Orber. Marry now! cancell. 
(7e. Too’t. 


Orker. Maffe,T cannot cell. 






— 





Enter Hamict avd Horatio afarre eff. 

Cfo. Cudgell thy braines no more about it; for your 
dull Affe will nat mend his pace with beating; and when 
youare ask’tchis quefiion next, fay a Graue-maker: the 
Houfes chat he makes,latts till Doomefday : go, get thee 
to Yaughan, fetch mea all of Liquor. 

j t7OS. 
dn youthwhen I did “ig aid lone, 
me thongbr it was very fieete 
To swe 34 the time far amy behaue, 


O me thong bt there was nathing mecte. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
Oster Hamlet and Hloratio, 
Ham. Has this fellowe no feeling of his bufines? a fings in praues 
making aa 
Hora. Cuftome hath made it in him a propertie ofeafines. 





















778 Ham. Tis cen fo,the hand of little imploiment hath the dintier fence 
+ | Clow, Butage with his {tealitig fteppes Song, 
80 hath clawed me in his clutch, 
+ And hath fhipped me into the land, 


asiff had neuerbeenfuch. 

Ham. That skull hada tongue init, and could fing once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground,as if twere Caines iawbone, that did the 
firft murder,this might be the pate ofa pollitician,which this affe now 
oreereaches ; one that would circumuent God, mightit not ? 

Hora, It might my Lord. : 
Ham. Or of a Courties, which could fay good morrow {weet lord, 


+88 


is how dooft thou {weet lord? This might be my Lord fucha one, that 
P praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe when a went to beg it, might it not? 
95 Hor, 1 my Lord, 


Ham. Why cen fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples, & knockt 
about the maffene with a Sexrens fpade$ heere’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricketo fee’t, did thefebonescoft no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them: mine aketo thinke on’t. 


ee Clow. A pickax and a fpade a{pade, Song. 
for and afhrowding fheet 
104 O apit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet, 


Ham. There’s another, why may not that bethe skull of a Lawyer, 
where be his quiddities now, his quillites, his cafes, his tenurs, and his 
tricks? why dooes he fuffer this madde knaue now to knocke him a- 
bout the fconce with a durtie fhouell, and will not tell him of his a&ti- 
on of batrery, hum, this fellowe might be in’s time a great buyer of 
Land, with his Scatuts, his recognifances, his fines , his double voue 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt, will vou- 
chers vouch him no more of his purchafes & doubles then pee 
and breadth of a payre of Indentures? The very conucyances of his 
Lands will (carcely lyein thisbox, & muff th'inheritor himfelfe haue 
no more, ha, 

Hora. Nota iot more my Lord, Peet: 
Ham, 1s not Parchment made of fheepe-skinnes? 
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Hora. 











Ham. Ha'sthis fellow no feeling of his bufineffe,thac 
he fings at Graue-making? 

Hor. Cuftome hath made itinhima property of ea- 
fineffe. ; 

Ham. "Tisee’n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
the daintier fenfe. 

Clowne fings. 
But Age with bis frealing fteps 
hath caught me in bis clutch 
adadbath Thipped ose intsll the Land, 
as if I bad neuer beene fuch, 

Ham, That Scull had atongue init, and could fing 
once: how the knaugiowlesit-to th’ grownd, as if ic 
were Caines Jaw-bone. that did the firft murther: Ic 
might be the Patcof aPolitician which this Affe o’re Of- 
fices:one that could circumuent God, might it not? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. ; 
















—_ 
— 





Hor, 1, my Lord. 
Ham. Why een fo: end now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapieffe, and knock abour the Mazard with aSextone 
Spade; heere’s fine Revolution, if wee had che tricke to 
fce’r. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, bur 


to play ac Loggcts wich ‘em ? mice ake to thinke 
on’. 


Clowne fings. 
A Pickbaxe and a Spade,a Spade, 
for and a jhrowding-Sheese: 
O 4 Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for [uch a Gueft ts meete. 

Ham, There's anosber s why might not that bee the 
Scull of af a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenures,and his Tiieks? why 
doe’s he fuffer this rede knaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will notteli him of 
his Action of Battery? hum. This feilow might bein's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statetes, his Recog- 
nizances,his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Reconeries: 
is thisthe fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reeo- 
ueries, to haue his fine Pare full of fine Dire? wi'l his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafes, and dou- 
bleoneszoo, thenthelength and breadth of a paire of 

‘Indentures? the very Conveyances of his Lands wall 
hardly lye in this Boxe; and muft the Inheritor himfelfe 
have nomore? ha? 

Hor. Not a ioc more,my Lord. . 

Ham. 1s not Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ? 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Hora, I my Lord,and of Calues-skinnes to 

Ham. They are Sheepe and Calues which feeke out affurance in 
thar, I wil (peak to this fellow. Whofe graue’s this firra? 

Clow. Mine fir, or apit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. Uthinke it be thine indeede, for thou lyeft in’. 

(law Youlie out ont fic,and therefore tis not yourss for my part T 
doe not lie in’t, yetit is mine. 

Ham, Thou dooft licin’t to be in’t & fay itis thine, tis for the dead, 
not forthe quicke, therefore thou lyeft, 

Clow. Tisaquickelye fir, twill away againe from me to you, 

Ham, What man dooft thou digge it for? 

(low, For no man fir | 

Ham, What woman then? 

Chw, For none neither 

Ham. Whois to be buried in’t? 

Clow, One that wasa woman fir, but reft her foule thee’s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knaue is, we muff {peake by the card,or 
equiuocation will vndoo vs. By the Lord Horateo , chis three yeeres 
have tookenote of it, the age is growne fo picked, that the toe ofthe 

efant coms fo neere the heele of the Courtier he gallshiskybe. How 
lone haft thou been Graue-maker ? 

Clow, Ofthe dayes i’th yere I came too’t that day that our laft king 
Hamlst owercame Fortenbrafe. 

Ham, How long is that fince ? 

Chw. Cannotyou tell that? euery foole can tell chat, it was that 
very day that young Hardee was horne : hee thatis mad and fent into 
England, 

Ham, Umarry why was he fent into Exgdand ? 

Clow, Why becaufe a was mad: a fhall recouer his wits there, ori€ 
a doo not, tis no great mater there, 


Ham, Why? 
Clow, Twill not be feenein him there, there the men areasmad 
Ham, How came he mad? (ashee, 


Clow. Very Strangely they fay. 

Ham, How firangely ? 

Clow. Fayth eene with loofing his wits. 

Ham, Vpon what ground? 

Clow, Why heerein Denmarke: I haue been Sexten heere man 


and boy thirty yeeres, 
y charty ¥ M3 ; — 
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Hor, {my Lord,and of Calue-skinnes too. 

Ham, They are Sheepe and Calues that feek out affu- 
rance inthat. I will fpeake so this feilow: whofe Graue’s 
chis Sir? 

Cle. MineSir: - 

O 4 Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for fach a Gueff is meete. 

Ham, Uchinke it be thine indeed: for thou lieftin’t, 

Cle. You lye out on’t Sir,and therefore icis not yours: 
for my part,I doenotlyein't; and yer it is mine. 

Ham, Thou doft lyein’t, to bein’tand fay 'tis thine: 
tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lyeft. 

. Clo. "Tis a quicke lye Sir, "twill away againe fromme 
to you. 

Ham. What man doft thou digge it for ? 

C/o, For no man Sir, 

Ham, What woman then ? 

Clo, For none neither. 

Ham, Who isto be buried in’t? 

Clo, One that was a woman Sir; but refther Soule, 
fhee’s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knaucis? wee muft fpeakc 
by the Carde, or equiuocation will vndvevs: by the 
Lord Horatie, chefe three yeares I haue taken note of it, 
the Ageis growne fo picked, thatthetoc of the Pefant 
comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his 
Kibe. How long haft thou been aGraue-maker? . 

Clo, Of ailthedayes i'th’yeare, I came too’é that day 
that our lat King Hamlet o'tecame Fertinbras, 

Ham. How long isthat fince? 

Clo, Cannot youcell thar? every foole can tell cher : 
Tt was the very day, chat ycuny Hamlet was borne, -hee 
that was mad ,and fent into Envisnd. 

Ham. Tmscry, why was he {ent into England? 

Clo, Why, becaufe he was mad; hee fhall reconer his 
wits there; or ifhe donot, it'smo great matter there. ~ 


Ham. 
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Ham. Why? 
(lo. Twillnos be feene in him,there the men areas 
mad ashe. “es 
Hass, How came he mad? 
Clo. Very ftrangely they fay. 
Ham. How fliangely ?- 
Clo, Faithe’ene with loofing his wits. 
Ham. Vpon what ground ? | 
(to, Woy heere in Denmarke: 1 haue bin fixeteene 
heere,man and Boy thirty yeares. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


Ham, How long will a man lici'th earth ere he rots 

Clow, Fayth if abe not rotten before a die, as we haue many poce 
kie corfes, that will fcarce hold the laying in, a will lat youfom eyght 
yeere, ornineyeere. A Tanner will laft you nine yeere, 

Ham. Why he more then another 2 

Clow. Why fir, bis hide is fo tand with his trade, that a will keepe 

































168 | out watera great while 5 & your water isa fore decayer of your whore 
fon dead body, heer’s a {cull now hathlyen youth earth 23. yeeres, 

192 Ham. Whofe wasit ? 

Clow, A. whorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was 2 
Ham, Nay Iknow not. 

196 Clow. A peftilence on him for a madde rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
Renith on my head once; this fame skull fir, was fir Porsche skull, the 
Kings Iefter. 

200| Ham, This? 

Clow, Een that. 
+293 | Ham. Alas poore Yoricke, Iknew him Horatio, a fellow of infinite 
# | ieft, of moft excellent fancie, hee hath bore me on his backe a thoue 
¢ | fand times,and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
zo7 | Yifesatit. Heere hung thofe lyppes that J haue kift I know not howe 
oft, where be your gibes now 2your gamboles, your fongs, your fla- 

276 | fhes of merriment, that were wonr to fet the table on areare, not one 

+ | nowtomocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne, Nowget you 

#213 | tomy Ladies table, & tell her, leecher paint an inch thicke, to this fa- 
vourfhe muft come, make her laugh at that. 

216 | Prethee Horatio tell me one thing, 

Hora, What's that my Lord? 
Has, Dooft thou thinke dicxander looke a this fathion 7th earth ? 

220 Hara. Een fo. 

+ Ham. And {melt fo pah, 
Hora. Een fo my Lord, 

223 Ham. To what bafe vfes wee may returne Horatio? Why may not 
imagination tracethe noble duft of Alexander, till a findit Nopping 
abunghole? : 

227 Hor, Twere toconfidet too canouly to confider fo. 

Ham, Nofaith, not aiot, but to follow him thether with modefty 

230 | enongh, and likelyhoodto leadeit. Adexander dyed, Alexander was 
buried, 4evander returneth to duft, the duftis earth , of earth vvee 

234 | make Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, might 
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Ham, How long witia man ite ith earth ere he rotr 
Clo. ifaith,i fhe be not rotten before he die(as we haue 
many pocky Coarfes now sdaijes, that will fearce hold 
the laying in) he willlaft you fomecight yeare, ornine 
yeare. A Tanner willlaft younine year ec. 
Ham. Why he,more then another ? 

Clo. Why fir, his hide isfo tan’d with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
is afore Decayer of your horfon dead body. Heres a Scull 
nowsthis Scul, has laine in the earth three & twenty years. 

Ham. Whole was it? 

Clo. A whorcfon mad Fellowes it was; 

Whole doe youthinke it wast 

Ham, Nay,I know not. 

Clo. A peitienceonhim foramad Rogue,a pou'd a 
Flaggon of Remth onmy head once. This fame Scull 
Sie,this femme Scall fir, was Zoricks Scull, the Kings Jefter. 

Hams. This? 

Clo: E’enc that. 

Ham. Lec me fee. Alas poore Yorich,I knew him Ho. 
ratio,atellow ofinfinite felt; of moft excellent fancy, he 
hath borneme on his backea thoufsnd times: And how 
abhorred my Imaginationis,iny gorge rifes at it. Heere 
hung thofelipps, tat lhauekitt ! know not how oft, 
VVhere be your bes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your fisfhes of Merrimenr that were wontto 
ferthe Table on a Rore?No one new to mock your own 
Teering ? Quite chopfaine ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Cramber,and tell hez,iec her paine an inch thicke, co chis 
fauourfhe mult coms. Makeher laugh at the: pty- 
thee Horatiotell ine ont thing. 

Hor. What's that my Lord? 

Ham. Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- 
fhion i’cn’ earth 2 

Hor, E’ene fo. 

Hiam. And finelt fo # Pub. 

Hor. E’enefo,my Lord, 

Ham, Towhac bafe vfes we may returne Horatie. 
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duft of 4- 
lexander, till he find it Qopping a bunghole. 

Hor, ‘Twere toconfider : to curioufly to confider fo. 

Ham, So faith,not aiot. Bucto follow him thether 
with modeftic encugh, & lkeliehood to lead it; as thus. 
Alsxauder died : Alexander was buried: Alexander ree 
turnetl into duit; the dul is earth; of earth we make 
Lome, a: why of thas Lome (whereto he was conuer- 
ted might they uot Ropp a Beere-barreil? 
imperial! C’e/ar,dead and curn’dto clay, 
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. Prince of Denmarke. 
they not ftoppe a Beare- barrell? 
Imperious Ce/ar dead, and turn’d to Clay, 
Might ftoppea hole, to keepe the wind away. 
O that that earth which kept the world in awe, 
Should patcha wall aie the waters flaw. 


But foft, but foft awhile, here comes the King, 

The Qucene,the Courtiers, who is his they follow? 
And with fach maimed rites? this doth betoken, 
The corfe they follow, did with defprat hand 
Foredoo it ownelife, twas of fome cftate, 

Couch wea while and marke. 

Laer, What Ceremonie els? 

Ham, That is Leertes avery noble youth, marke, 

Laer, What Ceremonie els ? 

Dolt, Her obfequies haue been as farre inlarg'd 
As we haue warrantie, her death was doubtfull, 
And but that great commaund ore-fwayes the order, 
She fhould in ground vnfanétified been lodg'd 
Till che laft crumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flints and peebles fhould be throwne on her: 
Yet heere fhe isallow'd her virgin Crants, 
Her mayden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Muft there no more be doone? 

Dott. No more be doone, 
‘We thould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing a Requiem and {uch reff to her 
Aso peace-parted foules, 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 
And from her faire and vnpolluted fleth 
May Violets {pring : Jeell thee churlith Preft, 
A miniftring Angell hall my fifter be 
When thou lyeft howling, 

Ham, What, the faire Opheiia, 

vee. Sweets to the (weet, farewell, 

Thop’t thou fhould'ft haue been my Hamlets wife, 
I thought thy bride. bed to haue deckt fweet maide, 
And not haue fMrew’d thy graue, 

Laer, O treble woe 





Enter K. 9, 
Laertes ani 
the corfe. 
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tedy might they uot Ropp a Beere-barreil? 
imperial! Ce/ar,dead and cucn'dto clay, 

Mich: liop a hote to keepe the winde away, 

On that tiatearth which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall,’expell the winters flaw. 
Bur fott,tut lott, afide; hecre comes the King, 


Enter King,Cweene, Lacrtes and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant 
The Qucene,the Courticrs. Whois that they follow, 
| And with fuch maimed rites? This doth betoken, 
TheCoarfe they follow,did with difperate hand, 
Fore do it owne life; "twas fone Eftace, 
Couch wea while,and mark, 
Laer, What Cerimony elfe? 
Hams. That is Laertes,a very Noble youth : Marke, 
Laer. What Cerimony elfet 
Pricft. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg'd, 
As we haue warrantis,her death wasdoubrfull, 
And but that great Command,o're-{waies the order, 
She fhould in ground vafan@ified hauelodg'd, 
Till the laf Trumpet. Forcharitable praier, 
Shardes,Flints,and Peebles, fliould be thro wne on her: 
Yetheere the is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ftrewments,and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Buriall, 
Lacr. Mutt there no more be done? 
_ -Prieft. Nomore be done : 
We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead, 
To fing fage Reqmiens,and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Soules, 
Leer, Lay her ith’ earth, 
And from her faire and vopolluted fleth, 
May Violcts{pring. Tell thee(churlith Prief) 
A Miniftring Angell (bell my Sifterbe, 
When thou lief howling? 
Ham, Whiat,the faire Ophelia? 
Lxecene, Sweets,toche iweet farewell. 
J hop‘dthou fhould'fthauebin my Hamlets wifes 
I thought thy Bride-bed to haue decke(fweet Maid) 
Aod not thane ftrew'd thy Grauc. 
Laer. Obterrible woer, 
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Ibe Trdgeae of cramer 
Fall tenne times double on that curfed head, 
Whoke wicked deede thy moft ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 
Till hane caught her once more in mine armes3; 
Now pile your duft vpon the quicke and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made 
To'retop old Pelion, or the skyeth head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Beares fuch an emphefis, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring ftarres, and makes chem (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers: thisis I , 

Hamlet the Dane, 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule, 

Ham. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethee take thy fingers 
For thdugh Lam nor fpleenatiue rath, —_ (from my throat, 
Yet haue fin mefomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare ; hold off thy hand, 

King, Pluck chem a funder. 

Quce. Hamlet, Hamlet, 

Al, Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will ight with him vpon this cheame 
Vniill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quce. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Ham. Voued Ophetia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quantitie of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes, 
Quee. For loue of God forbeare him. 
Ham, S’wounds fhew me what th’owt doe: 
Woo’t weepe, woo’t fight, woo’t falt, woo’t teare thy felfe, 
Woo’ drinke vp Efill, eate a Crocadile? 
Jle doo’t, dooft come heere to whine ? 
To out-face me with leaping in her graue, 
Be buried quicke witb her, and fo will I. 
Andif thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 


~ Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 


Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone 











a. M:ke 


Fall ten times trebble,on that curfed head 
Whote wicked deed, thy moft Ingeniousfence 
Depriu'd thee of, Hold off the earth a while, 
Till 1 haue caught her once more in mine armes : 
Leaps in the gran. 
New pile your duft, vpon the quicke,and dead, 
Till of chis flat a Mopnraine y ou haue made, 
To o'cetop old Pelson,or the skyifh head 
Of blew Olympus. 
Ham, Whatis he,whole griefes 
Beares fuch an Einphafts ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow 
Coniure che wandring Starres,and makes them fland 
Like wonderewounded hearers 2 Thisis I, 
Hamletthe Dane. 
Laer, The deuill take thy foule, 
Ham. Thouw prarit not well, 
J prythee cake chy fingers from my throar; 
Sir though J amnot Spleenatiue,and rath, 
Yet haue1 fomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wifencflefeare. Away thy hand. 
Kiag. Pluck them afunder. 
Qu. Hamlet, Hamlet, 
Gew. Good my Lord be quiet. } | 
Ham, Why 1 will fight with bimyppon this Theme, | 
Vorill my eielics will no longer wag, | 
Ou. Ohmy Sonne, what Theame ? 
Hams. \lou'd Ophelias fortie thoufand Brothers | 
Could not( with all there quantitie of Loue) 
Make vp my fumme. Whatwilt thou do forher? 
King. Ohhe is mad Laertes, 
w. Forloue of Godforbeare him. 
Ham. Come fhow me what thou'lt doe. 
Woo’t weepe ? Woo't fight? Woo't tcare thy felfe? 
Woo't driake vp Efile cate a Crocodile? 
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[le doo’t, Doftthou come heere to whine; 

Tc outface me with leaping inher Graue ¢ | 
Be buried quicke with her,and fo will J. : 

And ifthon pratcof Mountaincs; let them chrow 
Mullions of Akcrs on vs; till our ground | 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone, | 





Prince of Denmarke. 
Make Offa likea wart, nay and thou’le mouthe, 
Jlerant as well as thou, 
Quee Thuisis meere madneffe, | 
And thisa while the fit will workeon him, 
Anon as patient as the female Doue 
When that her golden cuplets are difclofed 
His filence will fit drooping, 
Hon, Heare you fir, 
Whatis the reafon that you vfe me thus? 
Tou’d you euer, butitis no matter, 
Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, and Dogge willhauehisday. Exit Honlet 
King. I pray thee good Horatio waite vpon him. and Horatio. 
Strengthen your patience in our Jaft nights {peech, 
Weele put the matter to the prefent push : 
Good Gertrard {et fome watch ouer yourfonne, 
This grane fhall haue a liuing monument, 
Anhoure of quiet thirtie fhall we fee 
Tellthenin patienceourproceedmgbe, — Exeunt. 


Exter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this fir, now {hall you fee the other, 
You doe remember all the circumftance, 

Hora. Remember it my Lord, 

Ham, Sirin my harethere was a kind of fighting 
That would not let mefleepe, my thought Tay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, rafhly, 
And prayfd be rafhnes for it :let vs knowe, 
Our indifcrerion fometime ferues vs well 
When our deepe plots doe pall, & thar fhould learne vs 
Ther's a diuinity chat fhapes ourends, 
Rough hew them how we will, 

Bora. Thatis moft certaine, 

Han, Vp ftom my Cabin, 
My fea-gowne fearft about me inthe darke 
GroprI to find out them, had my defire, 
'| Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 

To mine owneroome agatne, making fo bold 
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oe ee ee ee So ee ee 
Make Ojf4 like a wart, Nay, 2nd thoul’smouth, 
Mie rant 23s wellas thou. 

Kia, This is meere Madnedc: | 
And thus awhilethe fit will worke on him: | 
Anon as patient as the {enale Doue, 

When that her golden Cuplet are d:{clos’d ; 
His filence will it drocping. 
Ham, Heare you Sir: 
Whar is the reafon that you vfe me thus ? 
I loud’ you cuer;bur ic is no matter : | 
Let Herewles nimfelfe doe wnat he may, 
The Cre will Mew and Dogeewilllauchisdsy.  Exxst. | 

Kin, I psay you pood Horaria wait vpon lin, | 
Strengthen you parience in out Jaltnights fpeech, 

Wee'l put che maicer tole prefent pufh : 
Good Gertrude {ct fom watch oucr your Sonne, 

This Graue fhall hauc a liuing Monusiene: 

An houre of quics fhortly fhali we fee; 

Till chen, in paticnce our proceeding de. Exeunt. 


Enter Wamitt and Horatio. 
Haws. So much for this Sir; now let ine fee the other, 
You doc remember ali the Circumftance. 
Her. Remember it my Lord? 
Ham. Sir,inmy hearc there was a kinde of fighting, 
That would not let me fieepe; me thought Isy 
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly, 
(And praife be raflinefle for it) let vs know, 
Our indiferction fometimes ferves vs well, 
When our deare plots do paulc,aed that fhould teach vs, 
There's a Divinity that fhapcs our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will, 
Hor, Tuatis moft certaine. 
Hara, Vp from my Cabin 
My fea-gowne {carftabout mein the darkey 
Gzop’d I to finde out them ; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packer,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
My feares forgetting manners to vofold - 
Their graund commifsion 5 where I found Horatio 
A royall knavery, an exaét command 
Larded with many feuerall forts of reafons, 
Importing Denmarkes health, and Englandsto, 
With hoe fuch bugges and goblines in my life, 
That on the fuperuife no leafure bated, 
No nor to ftay the grinding ofthe Axe, 
My head fhould be ftrooke off, 
Hora, Vit pofsible 2 
Ham. Heeres the commifsion, read it at more leafure, 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed. 
Hora. I befeech you. 
Han. Being thus benetted round with villaines, 
Or I could make a prologue to my braines, 
They had begunne the play, I fat me downe, 
Deuifd a new commifsion, wrote it faire, 
Tonce did hold it as our ftatifts doe, 
A bafenefle to write faire, and labourd much 
How to forget thar learning, but firnow 
It did me yemans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th efteét of what J wrote 2 
Hora. | good my Lord. 
Ham, Ancarneft coniuration from the King, 
As Englandwas his faithful} tributary, 
As Joue betweene them like the palme might florifh, 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland weare 
And ftand a Comma tweene rheir amities, 
And many fuch like. as fir of great charge, 
That onthe view, and knowing of thefecontents, 
Without debatement further more or leffe, 
He fhould thofe bearers put to fuddaine death, 
Noc fhriningtime alow'd, 
Hora. Howwas this feald ¢ 
Han, Why enen in that was heauen ordinane, 
Thad my fathers fignet in my purfe 
Which was the modill of that Danith feale, 
Folded the writ vp inthe forme of th’other, 











Subcribe it, gau'eth’impre(sion, plac’d it fafely, 
ieee The_| 


(My feares forgetting manners) to vifeale 

Their grand Commiffion, where I found Heratio, 

Oh royall knauery: Anexadt command, 

Larded with many feverall forts of reafon; 

Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, 

With koo, fuch Bug ges ana Goblins in m y life; 

That on the fuperuize no leafure bared, 

No notco flay the grinding of che Axe, 

My head fhoud be ftruck off, 

Hor, It poffible? 
Ham. Here's the Commifflion, read it at moze leyfure: 
But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ? 
Hor, I befeech you. 
Ham. Being thus benetred round with Villaines, 

Erei could makea Prologue to my braines, 

They had begun the Play. I fate me downe, 

Deuis’d anew Commiffion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold itas our Statifts doe, 

A bafeneffe to write faire; and laboured much 

How to forges that learning: but Sirnow, 

Itdidme Yeomans feruice: wilt chou know 

The effcOs of what I wrote? 
| 
| 
{ 


Hor. 1, good my Lord. 
| Ham. Ancatneft Coniuratio:: from the King, 

As England was his faithfull Tudurary , 
As lose berweene thern,as the Palme thould flourifh, 
As Peace fhould ftiil her wheaten Gariand wesre, 
And ttand 2 Comma ’rweerc their amities, 
Anc many fuch like Affis of great charge, 
| That on ihe view and know of thefe Contents, 
Without de batement further more or lefie, 
He fhou'd the bearers put to fodaine death, 
Not fhiising time allowed. 

Zlor. Haw was this feal’d ? 


Ham, Why ,euen in that was Heauen ordinates 





| 


Thad my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Modell ofthat Danith Seale: 

Folded the Writ vp in forme of the osher, 
Subd{crib’d te, gau'ech’ iimprefiion, plac’t it fafely,, 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Thechangling neuer knowne :now thenextday 
Wasour Sea fi ght, and whacto this was fequent 
Thou knoweft already. 

Hora. So Guyldenflerne'and Rofencraus goe too’. 

Ham, They are not neere my confcience, their defeat 
Dooes by their owne infinnuation growe, 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the paffe and fell incenced points 
Of mighty oppofits. 

Hora, Why what aKing is this! 

Ham. Dooesit not thinke thee {tand me now vppon? 
He thar hath kild my King, and whor'd my mother, 
Pop’t in betweene th’election and my hopes, 

Throwne ont his Angle for my proper life, 

__And with fuch cufnage, i'ft not perfect confcience ? 

: Enter 4 Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordhhip is right welcome backe to Denmarke, 
Ham, Thomblethanke you fir. 

_ Dooft know this water fly 2 

Hora. Nomy good Lord, 


Ham, Thy ftate is the more gracious, for tis a vice to know him, | 


He bath much land and fertil! : let a beaft be Lord of beatts,and his 
crib fhall ftand atthe Kings meffe, tis achough, butas I fay, {paci~ 
ous in the poflefsion of durt. 

Cour. Sweete Lord, if your Lordfhippe were at leafure, I fhould 
imparta thing to you from his Maieftie. 

Ham, Iwillreceaue it fir withall dilligence of fpirit , your bonnet 
to his right.vfe, tis for the head. 

Cour. Ithanke your Lordfhip, it is very hor. 

Ham, Nobelieue me, tis very cold, the wind is Northerly, 

Cour. Itis indeflerent cold my Lordindeed. 

_ Ham, Buryet methinkesitis very fully and hoc, ormy complece 
tion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, itis very foultery, as t’were J can- 
not tell how : my Lord his Maieftic bad me fignifietoyou , thata 
has layed a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. Ibefeechyouremember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord for my eafe in good faith, fir here is newly 
comto Court Lariesbelicue me an abfolute gentlemen, ful of moft 
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, Dir Exceedingly ray Lord, it is very foulcey,as ‘twere 


- 22 Sg 
The changeling neuer knowne: Now, the next day 
Was our Seo Fight,and whar to this was ‘ement, 
Thou know’'tt already. 
Hor. So Guiidenfterne and Rofimcrance, go too’, 

ffan.\Why man,they did meke loue to this imploy ment 
They arenot neere my Confeience; their debate 
Doth by cheir ovene in: finvation grew : 
"Tis Aangerous,when the bafer natie comes 
Beuveene che patfe,and fcilincenfed points 
Ofmichry oppefitcs. 

Hor. Why,whata Eling is this ? 

Ffiam. Does it nor,tinnk{tchee, ftandme now ¥pon 
Re that hath kil’d my King, and who'd my Mecther, 
Poptin betweenc ch’electien and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Argie for my proper life, 
And with fuch coozenage; ist not perfeet confcierce, 
To quit dim with this arme? Andistrotrobe damn'd 
Toler this Canker of our nsture come 
In further euill, 
for. Trmult be foortly knowne to hin fram Enaland 

What isthe iffec of the bufine fie there. 

Fiam. Wwwillbe fhorc, 
The snrerion*s mine ,and a mans life's no more 
Then to fay one: but Lam very forry gocd Horatio, 
Thatto Laertes I forgotmy icife ; 
For by the image of my Caufe,! fee 
The Portraiture of his; Ye count his favours : 
But fure the brawery of his gricfe did put me 
Inte a Towring paftzon, 

Fer. Peace, who comes heere? 

Exrer young Ofricke. (marke. 

Ofr. Your Lordthip is right welcome back to Den- 

Ham, ) humbly thank you Sir,doft know this waterfiie? 
ffor, Nomy good Lord, 

Fiams, Thy ftateis the more gracious; for ‘tis a vice ro 
know him: hehathmuch Land, and fercile; lero Beat 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib thoi} ftand at che Kings 
Meilc; "tis a Chowgh; butas I faw fpacious in the pof-, 
feifion of direc. | 

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendthip were at leyfure, 
Ithould imparta thing toyou from his Maicity. 

fiam. 1 willreceiuc itwith ail diligence of fpiritzput 

our Bonet te his right vfe,’cis forthe head, 

Ojr. Ithanke your Lordhhip,’tis very hor. 

ifam. No, belecue mee'tis very cold, the winde is 
Northerly. 

Ofr. itis indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Hans. Mee shinkes it is very foulsry, and bot for my 
Complexion. 

Oficks. 
eee 


—Sae. 
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_Eacnetteilbow2 bur my Lord,his Maicity bad me fig. 


Hifle to vou that he ha’s laid a preat wager on your head: 
Sir, thisis the Matter. : - 


PTaw. Lbeleech youremember. ~*~ ' 
Ofr. Nay, in good faith, for mine eafe ia good faith : 


Siz,yen aienot ignorant of whateacellence Laertes is ae 
his weapon, 
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From line 112 - 143 appear in a different version in the Folio. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


excellent differences, of very foft fociety , and great Showing : ine 
deede to {peake fellingly of him , heeis the card or kalender of gen- 
try :foryou fhall find in him the continent of what parta Gentles 
man would fee. | 

Ham. Sir, his definement {uffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to deuide him inuentorially, would dofie th’arithmaticke of 
memory, and yet but yaw neither in refpe& of his quick faile, but | 
in the veritie of extolment, I take him to be a fouleof great article, | 
& hisinfufion of fuch dearth and rarenefle, as to make true dixion 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, & who els would trace him, his 
vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour, Your Lordfhipfpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham, The concernancy fir, why doe we wrapthe gentlemanin 
our nore rawer breath? 

Cour. Sit. 

Fora. Iftnot pofsible to vaderftand in another tongue , you will 
too’t fir really. 

Ham. Whatimports the nomination of this gentleman, 

Cour, OF Laertes.. 

Fora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent. 

Ham, Of hin fir. 

Cow. 1 knowyouare not ignorant. 

Ham. I would you did Gr, yet in faith if you did, ir would not 
much approoue me, well fir. 

- Com, Youare nor ignorant of what excellence Leertesis. 

Ham. I date not confeffe that, Jeaft I fhould compare with 
him im excellence, but ro know a man wel, were to knowe himfelfe. 

Cour, I meane fir for this weapon, but inthe imputation laide on 
him, by them in his meed, hee’s vnfellowed. 

Ham, What's his weapon? 

Cour, Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham, That’s two of his weapons, but well, 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horfes, 
againeftthe which hee has impaund as J take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo, Three 
of the carriages in faith , are very deareto fancy, very reponfiueto 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberal! conceit. 

Han. What call you the carriages?’ 
Hora, Uknew you tauft be edified by the margent ere you had 














Lines between “I do beseech you remember” to ““What’s his 
weapon?” omitted or rewritten for the folio. 














Prince of Denmarke. 
done. . 

Cony. The carriage fir arethehangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would bee more Ierman to the matter ifwee 
could carry acannon by our fides, I would it be hangers till then, 
but on, fix Barbry horfes againft fix French words rherr afsignes, 
and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French bet a- 
gainft the Danifh, why 1s this all you call it ? 

.Cow. The King fir,hath Jayd fir,that in a dozen paffes betweene 
your felfe and him, hee fhall not exceede you three hits, hee hath 
layd on twelue for nine , and it would come to immediate triall, if 
your Lord {hippe would vouchfafethe anfwere. 

Han, How it J an{were no? 

Corr, ¥ meane my Lord the oppofition of your perfon in trial. 

Ham, Sir I will walkeheerein the halt, ifir pleafehis Maieftie , it 
isthe breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, the 
Gentleman willing , and the King hold his purpofes I will winne 
for him and I can, ifnot, ] will gaine nothing but my fhame, and 
theoddehits. 

Cour. Shall I deliver youfoe 

Ham. To this effeé fir, after what florifh your nature will. 

Cour. Icommend my dury to your Lordfhippe. 

Ham, Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe , there are no 
tongues els for’srurne, 

Hora, This PAR runnes away with the fhell on his head. 

Han, A did fir with his dugge before a fucke it, thus has he and 

many more of the fame breede that I know the drofly age dotes on, 
only gotthe tune ofthetime , and out ofan habit ofincounter, a 
kind of hifly cole€tion , which carriesthem through and through 
the moft prophane and trennowed opinions, and doe burblowe 
them to their eriall, che bubbles are out. 


Enter 4 Lord, 
Lord, My Lord, his Maieftie commended him to you by young 


Oftricke, who brings backe to him that you attend hun in the hail, | 


he fends to know :fyour pleafure hold to play with Leertes, or that 
you will rake longerrime ? 

Ham. Tam conftant to my purpofes,they followe the Kings plea~ 
fure, ifhis fines {peakes , mine is ready : now or whenfoeuer , pro- 
nided [belo abieas now. 

N:2 Lord. 


eee 
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| Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers, 

Ham, Thephrafe would bee more Germaine tothe 
matter: If we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would 
itmight be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes sgaintt fixe French Swords: their Affignes,and three 
tiberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French bur a- 

ain the Danith; why is this impon’d as you call it? 

Ofr. The King Sir,hath laid that ina dozen pafies be- 
tweene youand him, hee fhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath one twelue for mine, and that would come to 
imediate tryall, if your Lordfhip would youchfafe the 
Anfvere. 

Ham, How if Ianfwere no? 

Ofr. {meanemy Lord, the oppofition of your perfon 
in tryall, 

Ham. Sir, Twill walke heere inthe Hall; if it pleafe 
his Maieftie, ‘tis the breathing time of day with me; let 
the Foyles bee broaght, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King held his purpofe; I will win for himif I can: if 
not, Ile gaine nothing but my fhame,and the oddc hits. 

Ofr. Shalll redeliuer you ee’n fo? 

Ham, To this cffe& Sir, after what flousifh your na- 
ture will. 

Ofr. Ecommend my duty to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. Yours, youss; hee does well to commend it 
himfelfe, there areno tongues elfe for's tongue, 
’ Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his 

ead. 

Ham. He did Complie with his Dugge before hee 
fuck’t it: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy 
that I know the droffic age dotes on;only gor the tune of 
the time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of 
yelty collection, which carries them through & through 
the moft fond and winnowed opinions;and doe bus blow 
them totheir tryalls: the Bubbles are out. 


From “Enter a Lord” to‘“‘She well instructs me.” omitted in the Folio. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Lord. The King, and Queene, and all are commmng downe, 

Ham. In happy time, 

Lord, The Queene defires you to vfe fome gentle entertainment 

Laertes, before you fall co play. 

Ham, Sheewell inftru€ts me. 

Hora, You will loofe my Lord. 

Flam: doe notthinke{o, fince he went into France, I haue bene 
in continuall pradtife , Ifhall winne at the ods ; chou would’ft not 
thinke howill all’s heere about my hare, butitis no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham, Jtis butfoolery , bur itis fuchakinde of gamgiuing , as 
would perhapes trouble a woman. 

Hora. Tfyour minde diflike any thing, obayit. J will forftal their 





repaire hether, and fay you are not fit, 

Han. Not awhit, we defie augury,thereis {peciall prouidence in 
the fall ofa Sparrowe, if it be, tis not to come , ifitbe not tocome, 
:it will be now, if it be not now, yet it well come, the readinesisall, 

fince no man ofought he leaues, knowes what ift to leaue betimes, 
\letbe, 
table prepard ,Trumpets,Drums and officers with Cufbion 
King, Queene, and ill the flate, Fuiles, daggers, 
| and Laertes. 
Ham, Giuemeyour pardon fir, I] hane doneyouwrong, 
But pardon’t as you area gentleman, this prefenceknowes, 
| And you muft needs haue heard, how 1 am punnifht 
With a fore diftraction, what J] haue done 
| That might your nature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake, J heare proclame was madnefle, 
Watt Hamlet wronged Lacrtes? neuer Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himlelfe be fane away, 
And when hee’s not himfelfe, dooes wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet dooes it not, Hamlet denies it, 


Who dooes it then ¢ his madnefle. Ift befo, 
Hamlet is of the fation that is wronged, 





King. Come Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 











aso | His madneffe is poore Hamlets enimie, 
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| Letmy difclaiming frema purpos'd cuill, 
| Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 


25¢ | That I haue fhormy arroweore the houfe 











From "Enter a Lord" to "She well instructs me"omitted in the Folio. 


Hor, You willlofe this wager,my Lord, 

Ham. 1 doenotthinke fo, fince he wenr into France, 
Thane beene in continuall pra&tice; I fhall winne at the | 
odd:s : bus thou wouldeft not thinke howall heerea- | 
bout myheart: bur itisno matrer. 

Hor, Nay, good my Lord. : 

Ham. 11s but foolery; burt it is {uch a kinde of 
G2in- giving as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor, If your minde diflike any thing obey. will fore- 
ftall their repaive bither, and fay youarenot fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there's a fpeciall 
Prouidence inthe fall ofa fparrow. If it benow,’tisnot | 
to come: ifit beenot to come, itwill beenow ; ifit | 
be not now; yet it will come; the rea dineffe is all,fince no 
man ha’s ought of what he leaves. What is’t to leaue be- 
times ? 


Enter King, Queene, Laertes and Lords, with other Atten- 
dants with Foyles, and Gawnrlets, a Table and 
Flagons of Wine onit. 


Kin, Come Hamilet,come,and take this hand fromme. 
Ham,Giue me your pardon Sir,]"ue done you wrong, 

But pardon’t as you are a Gentleman, 

This prefence knowes, 

And you muft needs haue heard how Iam punifhe 

With fore diftraGtion ? What I haue done 

Thas might your nature hononr, and exception 

Roughly awake, I hecre proclaime was madneffz; 

Was't Hamlet wrong d Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet. 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away : 

And when he’s not himfelfe,do’s wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: 

Who does it chen? His Madneffe ? If t be fo, 

Hamlet is of the Fa€tion that is wrony’d, 

His madneffe is poore Hazmlets Enemy. 

Sir,in this Audience, 

Let my difclaiming from a puarpos’deuill, 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts, 


That I hsue fhot mine Arrow ore the houle, 
And hure me Marher 











Prince of Denmarke. 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Yam fatisfied in nature, 
Whole motiue in this cafe fhould ftirre memoft 
To my reuendge, but in my tearmes of honor 
J Manda loofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Maifters of knowne honor 
T have a voyce and prefident of peace 

To my name vngord :butall that time 

I doe receaue your offerd loue, like loue, 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham. Yembraceit freely, and will this brothers wager 
franckly play. 
Giue vs the foiles. 

Lacy, Come, one for me. 

Ham, liebe your foile Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall likea ftarrei’ch darkeft night 
Stick fiery of indeed. 

Laer. Youmocke me fir. 

Ham. Noby this hand, 

Keg. Give them thefoiles young Oftricke, colin Hanlet, 
You knowe the wager. 

Ham, Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layed the ods a’th weeker fide. 
King. 1 doenot feareit, I haue feene you both, 
Bat fince he is better,we haue therefore ods. 

Laer. This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, thefe foiles haue alla length. 

Of. Imy good Lord. 

King. Set me the ftoopes of wine vpon that table, 

If Hanlet gue the firft or fecond hit, . 
Orquitinanfwereof the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their ordnance fire, 

Patan: hall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Vnice fhall he throwe, 

Richer then that which foure fucceGiue Kings 

In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne : gine me the cups, 
And let the kettle to the trumpet {peake, 

The trumpet to the Cannoneere withour, 

The Cannons to the heaueas, the heauen to earth, 





Now 
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| And hurt my Mother. 

| Laer. 19m facished in Nazure, 

| Whofc nective in this cofe thould ftirre memoft 

| Tomy Reueeyge. Bucin my termes of Honor 
I ftand aioofe, and willno reconcilement, 

Tiil by fome elder Mafters of knowne Honor, 

| Ihauea voyce, anid prefident of peace 

j Tokecpe myname vagore’d. But till that thme, 
Ido receinc your offer'd louc likeleue, 
And wi! mor wrong it. 

I¥im, Udo embrace it freely, 

And wil this Brothers wager trankely play. 
Giue vs the Foyles: Come on, 

Laer, Come one for re, 

Hara. liebe your foile Lacrtes,in mine ignorance, 
Yout Skill theli hke a Starre i'ch’darkeft night, 
Sticke fiery off indeede. 

| Laer. Youmocke me Sit. 

Ham. Nobythishand, — , 
King. Givethem the Foyles yong Ofricke, 
Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager. 
Ham. Verie well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laicte the oddgs a’th’weaker fide. 
King. Udonotfeareit, 

Thaue feene you both: 

But fince he is betrer’d, we haue therefore oddes, 
Laer, Thisis too heaay, 4 

Let me fee another. 
Ham. This likes me well, 

Thefe Foyles haueall2 length. Prepareto play. 
Ofricke. Imy good Lord. 
King, Setme the Stopes of wine vpon that Table: 

If Haslet giue the firft, or {econd hie, 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 

- Letall the Bactlements their Ordinance fire, 
The King thal drinke to Hamlets better breath, 
And in che Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer then that,which foure fucceffiue Kings 
In Denmatkes Crowne have worne, 





Giue me the Cups, 

Aadletthe Kettie tothe Trumpets {peake, 

The Trumpee ts the Cannonecr without, 

The Cannonstothe Heauens, the Heauento Earth, 
Now rhe Kine drinkes to Flam/er. Come, bein, 


— 


or, 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 


NowtheKing drinkesto Hanler,comebeginne. Trumpets 
And you the Iudges bearea wary eye. the while, 
Ham, Come on fit. 
Laer. Come my Lord. 
Ham, One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Tudgement. 
Oftrick. A hit, a very palpable hit, Drums, trumpets and (hot. 
Laer, Well, againe. Florifh, a peece goes off. 
King, Stay, = me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thine. 
Heeres to thy healeh : giue him the cup. 


Ham. Mle play this bout firft, fecit by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Laer. I doeconfeft. 

King, Our fonne fhall winne. 

Quee. Hee’s facand {cant ofbreath, 
Heere Hamlet take my napkin rub thy browes, 
The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 


Ham, Good Madam. 
King. Gertrard doe not drinke. 
Quee. Twill my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 
King. Ivisthe poy{ned cup, it is too late. 
Ham. 1 darenot drinke yet Madam, by andby. 
Quee, Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Lag, My Lord, Ile hit him now. 
King. Idoenotthink’e. 
Laer. And yetitis almoft againft my confeience. 
Han. Come for the third Laertes, re doe but dally, 
I pray you paffe with your beft violence 
Lam fure youmakea wanton of me. 
Laer, Say youfo, come on. 
Ost, Nothing neither way, 
Laer. Haue at younow. 
King. Part them, they areincenft 
Ham, Nay come againe. 
Offr. Looke to the reat there howe. 
Hoya. They bleed on both fides, how is it my Lord ¢ 
Oftr. Howilt Laertes? 
Laer. Why as awoodcock to mine owne [prindge Offrick, 





Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And you che Iudges beate a wary eye, 
Hem. Comeonfiz, - 
Laer. Come on fir. They play. 
flan. One. 
Leer. No. 
Flam. Judgement. 
Ojr. Abit, a very paipsbic hit. 
Leer. Well: 22aine. 
King, Stay, give me drinke. 
Uamict, tis Peariess thine, 
Here’stothy heakkh, Giue him the cup, 
Trumpets fosnd, and fhot gocs cff- 
Ham. ‘eptay this bout firlt, fee by a-while. 
Come: Another hit; whatfay you? 
Laer. Atouch, atouch, | io confeffe. 
King. Ont Sonne fhail win, 
Ou, He's fat,and fcani of breath. 
Heere’s 3 Nopkin, rub chy browes, 
The Queene Carewles to thy fo:tune, Hamlet, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude, donot drinke. 
Qs. Twillmy Lord ; 
I pray you pardon me. 
King. \eia the poyfon'd Cup, itis too late. 
Hame. 1 darenot drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 
Qa. Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer, My Lord, He hit him now, 
King. Ido not thinke’t. 
Lar. Acdyct'cisalmok gainit my confcience, 
Ham. Come for the third. 
Laertes, you Dut daily, 
| I pray you pafic with your beft violence, 
Jam aftear'd you make a wanton ofme. 
Lar. Say youfo ? Come on. : Play. 
Ofr. Nothing neither way, 
Laer. Haue at younow, 
Jn feuffling they change Rapiers. 
King. Paci them, they are incens’d, , 
Ham. Nz} come, againe. 
Ojr. Looke to the Queene there hoa. 
Hor, They biced on both fides, How is't my Lord? 
Of7. How is’s Lasrtes? 
Lacr, Why asa Woodcocke 
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Prince of Denmarke. 
Yam iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Han. How dooes the Queene? 

King, Shee founds to feethem bleed. 

Quee. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, 6 my deare Hamlet, 
The drinke the drinke, I am poyfned. 

Ham, O villanie, howlet she doore be lock’, 
Treachery, fecke it out, 

Laer. Itis heere Hamlet, thou art flaine, 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good, 
In thee there is not halfean houres life, 

The treacherous inftrumentis in my hand 
Voubated and enuenom’d, the foule praétife 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me, loc heere [lie 
Neuer to rife againe, thy mother’s poyf{ned, 
Icanno more, the King, the Kings too blame, 

Ham. The point innenom’dto, then venome to thy worke. 

All, Treafon, treafon. 

King. Oyet defend mefriends, I am bur hurt. 

Hum. Heare thou inceftious damned Dane, 
Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere ? 

Follow my mother, 

Laer. He isiuftly ferued, it is a poyfon remperd by himfelfe, 
Exchange forgiueneffe with me noble Hamlet, 
Mineand my fathers death come not vppon thee, 
Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free ofir, I follow thee ; 
J am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes, or audience to this act, 
Had I bur time,as this fell fergeant Death 

Is ftriét in his arreft, 6 I could rell you, 

Bar let it be ; Horatio ] am dead, 

Thou liueft, report me and my caufe aright 

To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer believe it; 

J am more an anticke Romainethen aDane, 
Heere’s yet fome liquer left, 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giue me the cup, let goe, by beau Tie hate, 
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Iam iuflly kill'd with mine owns Treacherie. 
Ham. How does the Queene? 
Kizg. She founds tofee them bleeds. 
fle. No,no, the drinke, the crinke. 
Oh my decre Hazlet, the drinke, the driske, 
1 am poyfon'd. 
| Ham, Ob Viliany! Wow? Les che doore bs lock'd, 
Treacherie, feeke it out. 
-Laer. It isheere Hamlet. 
Famer, thou art laine, 
No Medicine inthe world can do thee good. | 
{In thee, there is not hal fe an houre ollie, 
The Treacherous Inftrument isin thy hand, 
¥ nbated and envenom’d: the foule pra&tife: 
Fiath curn’d icfelfe onme, Loe, heere I lye, | 
[Neuer torife againe: Thy Mothers poy fon'd : | 













~ 
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I can no more, the King, the Kino"s roo blame, 
Ham, The point envenon'dtoo, 
Then venome co thy worke, 
Harts the King. 
| #2. Treafon, Treafon, 
j Xmz. Oyet defend me Friends,¥ am but hur:. 
Ham. Heerethouincefuous, murdrous, 
Damned Dane, 
Driake offthis Pation : Is thy Vnionheere ? 
Follow my Mother. King Dyes. 
Laer, He is iuftly feru'd, | 
Itis a poyfontemp’red by himfelfe : 
Exchange forg iueneffe with me, Noble J7amlet ; 
Mine and my Fathers death come not ypon thee, 
Nor thine onme. Dyes. 
Ham. Heauenmakethee frec of it, I followthee. 
Iam dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew, 
You that locke pale, and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience to this acte : 
Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrick’d in his Arreft) oh I could tell you. 
But let it be: Horatic, I am dead, 
Thou liu’, report we and my caufes right 
To the vnfatisfied, 
ITor. Neuer beleeue ic, 
Tam more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 


Heere’s yet fome Liquor left, 
Ham, Asth’art aman, giue metkheCup. 
| Let go, by Heaven ilehaue’r, 


— 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 
O god Horatio, what a wounded name 
Things {tanding thus vnknowne, fhall 1 leaue behind me? 
If thou did’ft ever hold mein thy hart, 
Abfent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harfh world drawe thy breath in paine A maycha 
To tell my ftory : what warlike noifeis this ¢ farve off. 


Enter Ofrick. 

Of. Young Fortenbraffe with conqueft come from Poland, 
Tothembafladors of England giués this warlike volly. 

Ham. OF die Horatio, 
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my (pirit, 
1 cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 
But I doe prophecie th’elleétion lights 
On Eortinbraffe, he has my dying voyce, 
So tell him, with th’occurrants more and lefle 
Which haue folicited, the reftis filence. 

Hora. Now cracks anoble hart, g00d night fweete Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 
Why dooes the drum come hether ? 


Enter Fortenbra{fc, with the Embaffadors, 
For, Whereis this fight ¢ 


Hora, What isit you would fee? 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

For. This quarty cries on hauock, 6 prou’d death 
What feaftis toward inthinecternallcell, 
That thou fo many Princes ata fhot 
So bloudily haft ftrook 7 

Embaf. Thefightis difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late, 
Theeares are fenceleffe that fhould giue vs heating, 
To tell him his commandment is fulild, 

That Rofencraus and Guyldenflerne are dead, 
Where fhould we haue our thankes? 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th ability of life to rhanke you; 

He never gaue commandement for their death; 
But fince {o iump vpon this bloody queftion 








Oh good Horatio, whata wounded name, 
(Things ftandivg thus vnknowne) fhall live behind me. 
if chou did"ft euer hold mein thy heart, 
Abfencebee from felicitie awhile, 
And in this hatth world draw thy breach in paine, 
Torell my Storie, 
March afarve off, ava flout within. 
| What warlike noyfeis this ? | 


ee 


| Enter Ofricke. 
Ofr. Yong Fortinbras, with conquelt come fr5 Poland 
| Toth’ Ambatladors of England giues rhis warlike velly. 
Ham. OJ dye Horatio: 
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowres my {pirit, 
J cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,’ 
Buc I do prophefic th'eletion lights 
On Fortinbras, he ha’s my dying voyce, 
Sotell him withthe occurrents more and Ieffe, 
Which haue folicited. The ref is Glence, O,0,0,0, Dyes 
Hora. Now crackea Nobic heart: 
Goodnight {weet Prince, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 
Why do’sthe Drumme come hither? 


Ester Fortwabras and Englifh Ambaffador with Drnn-me, 
; Colours and Astendants, 
Ferrin, Whercis this fight? 
TTor, Whaat is it ye would fee; 
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 
For, His quarry cries on Hauocke. Oh proud death, 
What Feaft is coward in thine eternal] Cell. 
That thou fo many Princes, at a fhocte, 
So bloodily haft ttrooke. 
Amb. The fight is difmall, 
And our affaires from England come too late, 
The cares are fenfeleffe that fhould giue vs hesring, 
Tocell him his comma nd’ment is fulfill'd, 
; 


| That Rofincrasce and Gwilcer:fleré are dead + 
Where fhould we hane our thankes ? 
Hor. Notfrom his mouth, 
Had it th’abilitie of life to thanke you : 
iencuer ape command’ment for their death. 


But fince fo umpe vpon this bloodie queftion, 





——— —-- 


Prince. of Denmarke. 
You from the Pollack warres, and you from England. 
Are heere arriued, gine order thar thele bodies 
High on a ftage be placed to the view, 
And lec me {peake, to yet vnknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall you heare 
Ofcarnall, bloody and vanarurall aéts, 
Ofaccidentalliudgements, cafuall flaughters, 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and fornocaule 
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 
Falne on th’inuenters heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

For. Letys haft to heareit, 

Abd call the nobleft to the audience, 
For me, with forrowe I embrace my fortune, 

I haue fomerights, of memory in this kingdome, 
Which nowto clame my vantage doth inuire me. 
Hoya. Of that I fhall haue alfo caufe to {peake, 
And from his mouth, whofe voyce will drawe no more, 

But let this fame be prefently perform’d 
Euen while mens mindes are wilde, leaft more mifchance 
On plots and errores happen. 

For, Lerfoure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a fouldier to the fiage, 
For he was likely, had he beene puton, 
To haue prooued moft royall ; and for his pafTage, 
The fouldiers muficke and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him : 
Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this, 
Becomes the field, but heere fhowes much amifle. 
Goe bid the fouldiers fhoote. Exeunt, 
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You fronithe Pol ake warres, and you from England 
Are heere arriued. Giue order thacthefe bodics 
High onaflagebe placedto the view, 
Aad Ict me fpeake toth’yet ynknowing world, 
How thefe things came about. So fhall you heare 
Of carnall, bloudie, and ynnaturall ects, 
Ofaccidentall iudgements, cafuall flaughters 
Of desth’s put on by cunning, and fore'd caufe, 
And ia this ypfhot, purpofes miftocke, 
Falne onthe Inuentors heads. All chis can1 
Truly deliver. 

For. Letws haft co heareic, 
And call the Noblcft to the Audience. 
For me, with forrovy, ] embrace my Fortune, 
I hauc fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome, 
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Which are ro claime, my vantage doth 
Inuite me, 

Hor. Of that I thall haue alwayes ca; eak | 
And from his mouth agaiE Peale 
Whofe yoyce will drawon more: 

Burlet this fame be prefently perform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde, 
Left more mifchance 

On plots, and errors happen. 

For, Let foure Captaines 

Beare Hamlet like aSoldier tothe Sta ge, 
For he was likely, had he beene put on 
To haue prou'd moft royally : 
And for his paffage, 
The Souldiours Muficke,and the rites of Watre 
Speake lowdly for him. 
Take vp the body ; Such s figheas this 
Becomes the Field, but heere fhewes muchamis. 
Go, bid the Souldicrs fhaore, 
Exeunt Aurching : after the which, 4 Peale of} 
Ordenance are {ivot off. 
































